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CHAPTER I 



A FAMILY SECRET 

' Fear and hope and chastening rod 
Urge us on the narrow way ; 
Bear we still as best we may 
Heat and burden of the day, 
Stmgglingy panting up to God.** 

CnuariNA Rossittl 



The merry March rays were streaming from a 
clear, sunset sky ; according to their wont, peering, 
peeping, laughing, leaping, frisking, flashing, dart* 
ing and dancing where they pleased. One might 
almost imagine that they had felt the long 
restraint of winter and were bounding forth into 
liberty and licence like boys let out of school. 

When Clare Beresford softly entered her 
mother's boudoir a whole phalanx of sunbeams 
rushed in with her, romping with her glossy hair 
and dainty apparel as familiarly as if they had long 
recognised her to be one of themselves, as indeed, 
for all her bright, fresh, young looks, she might 
have been. 

A glad light stole into Mrs Beresford's pain- 
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shadowed, tired eyes as they turned towards 
her. 

" So soon, my darling ! I did not expect you 
for at least another hour." 

" Oh, mummy ! wasn't it luck ? Lady Violet 
had promised Mrs Castleton to put in an appear- 
ance, so we had to leave early. Blessings on 
Mrs Castleton ! " 

" Was it such a bore ? " 

" No, it was not exactly that, but I wanted 
to get back to you, mummy." 

** And was there nothing to console you in the 
meanwhile ? " 

" Well, perhaps in a way. Signor Furiosi's 
* Tannhaiiser ' was grand, but rather over- 
whelming. There was, however, some lovely 
singing. One girl sang * The Holy City ' 
sweetly : the words seemed rather out of place in 
such a whirligig of feathers and flounces, but she 
was an awfully jolly girl ; I had ever such a long 
talk with her afterwards. Only imagine, she 
believes in Christian Science ; no one intro- 
duced us, but she told me her name, Constance 
Conway. I don't call her one atom pretty, but 
she has the most wonderful eyes, they seem to 
draw one on, somehow, and to my own utter 
surprise I foimd myself telling her all about you, 
dear, and what an awfully long time you have 
been lying here, and all about your agonising 
headaches, but although she was perfectly sweet 
and s}mipathetic, she only smiled in — ^well — ^what 
I might almost call an amused way, and 
absolutely implored me to let her come to see 
you." 



A FAMILY SECRET 3 

" Slightly premature, was it not ? " 

"Well, I must confess it soimds rather calm 
now, but it did not one little bit at the time. 
She said it in such a real kind of way, with no 
society humbug whatever. Of course I told 
her that you never received, but she has 
promised to come to lunch anyhow, to-morrow. 
I felt I simply must see something more of her. 
Lady Violet told me as we drove here that she 
is frightfully poor, and earns money by singing 
at private ' At Homes '. She never sings in 
pubUc although she is always being asked to. 
You do not mind, do you, mummy ? " 

"I must confess I should have preferred to 
have known something more of her and of her 
antecedents before inviting her to the house." 

"Oh, that is perfectly all right: her father 
was Major Conway of the 35th. Sir Richard 
and Lady Violet knew him and his wife well, 
and she told me they were quite in the swim in 
Calcutta. They are both dead now, and besides 
what she earns with her sweet voice, poor Con- 
stance has nothing but her pension, and I don't 
suppose a major's daughter would get much. 
She has no sisters or brothers, and as neither of 
her parents had any either, she has hardly a 
relation in the world ; she told me this herself, 
but with the brightest smile imaginable. And 
mother, only fancy, she knows Rowena Douglas 
quite well." 

"Indeed!" 

"Tou know the engagement is quite off, 
munmiy." 

*' I did not know it had actually come to that, 
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although I must confess I feared that Colonel 
Douglas would not allow it to continue." 

*'Why, mother, what does it all mean? I 
hated it this afternoon, people seemed to be talk- 
ing of it in such a mysterious kind of way, one 
would almost have imagined that Thor was under 
some kind of cloud, if such an impossible thing 
could happen, but the world would have to come 
to an end first, mummy, wouldn't it ? — I mean 
before Thor, our own Bayard sans peur et sans 
reproche, could do anything dishonourable." 

" I must say I have never thought that 
particular question out, Clare." 

" You darling, you are laughing at me, but I 
don't mind, because I know you believe in Thor 
every atom as much as I do, and you are going 
to tell me the whole story which those stupid, 
dreary old men pretended to be groaning over 
this afternoon, like the dearest and most sensible 
mimmiy that you are.*' 

" You are right, for your dear father and 
I have both decided that you and Pearl 
should be made acquainted with the real facts of 
the case, but you must r^ard the communi- 
cation I am about to make to you, my dear 
child, purely in the light of a family secret 
which you must never allow any sense of 
championship or of consideration for Thor's 
honour to tempt you to divulge to any outsider, 
however intimate. No doubt public surmise 
may have come very near to the actual truth, 
but that is neither here nor there ; what has 
in reality taken place affects family interests 
only, and I must have your assurance, my 
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daughter, that you will always faithfully regard 
as such every word of what I am going to 
tell you/' 

** Mother, of course you may trust me, I pro- 
mise you most sacredly I will never breathe a 
word of it to any single soul outside our dear 
home circle ; do you beUeve me ? " 

" Perfectly, for I have never known either of 
my dear children to break a promise. My dear 
Clare, what a hug ! you will take all my breath 
away before I begin." 

** I couldn't help it, you are so perfectly 
sweet; but, mother, please begin at the 
beginning; remember whatever I may have 
guessed I absolutely know nothing," 

" It is necessary for me to do so, in order that 
you may understand the facts in all their bear- 
ings, but at a beginning, perhaps, far more remote 
than you anticipate, in fact long before you were 
bom." 

" I understand, long before I was bom." 

" You and Pearl both knew that mother was 
left an orphan so early that I have no memory 
whatever of either of my parents," 

" Pearl and I often cry when we talk about 
it, for only fancy what life would be for us, 
without you and daddy." 

"And yet, my darling, in spite of such an 
unspeakable loss your mother can say that her 
Kfe has been crowned with mercies. Do you 
remember my dear guardian, Colonel Strickland, 
Clare ? " 

" I just remember him, but I don't think I liked 
him. I was so afraid of him." 
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"No, his was not a character calculated to 
attract children, or, indeed, anyone at first sight, 
and it was many years before I understood 
him, but the time came when I learnt to love 
him only second to my precious Clara." 

"Thor's mother?" 

" Yes. Oh, Clare ! how shall I describe her ? 
Never could I have imagined such a character 
as hers, if I had not known her as I did. 
So grand and yet so gentle, so high in 
principle and so humble in disposition, so 
sensitive to the sufferings of others, so regardless 
of her own, so bold to champion and so un- 
assertive of self, so upright and yet so lovable ; 
can you wonder, my darling, that in such a 
companionship, such a friendship, your mother 
learnt to forget that she was an orphan and 
alone ? " 

* "What was she really like in appearance, 
for I am sure photos never tell you ? " 

'* No, and the only one that we have of her is 
a very poor one. She was not beautiful, at least 
what the world would call beautiful. Thor has 
her eyes and forehead exactly, but in everything 
else he takes after his grandfather — ^I mean 
physically, for I rejoice to say I can read in the 
dear boy's character many of his mother's 
sweetest traits." 

** And yet, mother, faint as my memory of 
Colonel Strickland is, I always imagine that 
Thor is like him in disposition.'* 

" You are right. Thor has not only his 
grandfather's clean-cut jaw and firm mouth, 
but he also resembles him in his force of 
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character and high principles; but I must 
confess much as I loved my guardian, Thor s is 
the finer character, from the simple fact that in 
him the somewhat stern and rugged virtues of 
his grandfather are tempered and softened by 
his mothers sweetness.** 

"Well, I am thankful that Thor is not one 
atom hke his father for, although Sir Thorold 
Tempest was always kind and good-natured 
and most pleasant, and, of course, awfully hand- 
some, yet somehow he always struck me as a 
weak kind of man. Mother, do you know I 
often wonder why your beloved friend ever 
married him/' 

"As perhaps your mother wondered, 
thirty years ago, but Thorold was a most 
devoted husband, and I rejoice to feel 
assured that my darling's married life, brief as 
it was, was a singularly happy one." 

"Well, I don't think he could have possibly 
cared for Thor very much, or he would not have 
let him be so constantly with us," 

"That is hardly a fair way of putting it- 
After Clara's death, poor Thorold could not 
settle an5n^here, and was always travelling, 
Thor was then at Eton and naturally spent all 
his holidays with us." 

" What a tall, lanky boy he was in those 
days, and how he loved to tease and 
tyrannise over Pearl and me, and yet, Uttle 
donkeys that we were, we used to count the 
very hours to the holidays that brought him 
back to us again, and I remember how dull it 
seemed after he went to Oxford ; I don't think 



8 SPARKS 

he came to us much after that, did he, 
mother ? " 

" No, his father wished him to travel with his 
tutor during the vacation, and when he came of 
age and entered upon his fortune, settled upon 
him by his grandfather, of over three thousand a 
year, he had his own house and establishment, and 
during the time your father and I were abroad 
for so long, your father would not allow him to 
come at all. For one thing, he was afraid his 
visits might interfere with your studies, and 
Fraiilein, clever as she was, had not much tact ; 
indeed we could never have left you for so long 
a time if it had not been for our great con- 
fidence in our dear old friend, Mrs Bull, and in 
our two girlies themselves." 

"Bless you, mununy ! No, I promise not to 
smother you this time, just one more kiss." 

" I thought six times one made six." 

" Well, I promise to be perfectly still if you 
wiU go on, dear, for I fed somehow as if a 
tragedy is approaching." 

" Yes, I suppose it was a tragedy. As you 
say, Clare, Thorold Tempest was a weak man 
and was easily led either for good or evil. About 
six years ago he fell into anything but desirable 
society at Brussels and began to speculate. All 
last year, it appears, he had what he would 
have called, I suppose, ' a spell of luck ', and the 
spirit of gambling took such entire possession 
of him that in a moment of madness he 
staked his entire fortune. But that is not 
nearly the worst. Soon after his marriage to 
my darling, a rich tradesman had entrusted an 
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enormous sum of money to him to invest for him, 
as he was known to be a very clever financier. 
When poor Thorold, as I say, began to fear he 
was losing, he became so desperate that he 
actually took this money and cast it into the 
ghastly whirlpool — for I can call it nothing else — 
and lost it to the last penny. Are you surprised 
that the shock of it all killed him ? " 

** And did he take Thor's fortune too ?" 

** No, that was safe and beyond his power to 
touch." 

" Mother ! Oh, mother ! I know what you 
are going to tell me. No ! . No ! Let me say 
the words, for I feel as if God and His 
angels are listening. Thor took all his fortune 
to pay back the money his father had — had 
stolen from that tradesman." 

" He did." 

" And has he nothing left ? " 

** Barely two hundred a year left to him by 
his old tutor Dr Thome." 

" Did Sir Thorold know this before he died ? " 

" Yes ; your dear father was alone present 
when Thor, kneeling by his father's side and 
holding his hand in his, told him that the 
whole of this trust money would be paid back 
again, and that none would ever know it had 
been touched," 

"Did he understand .> " 

" Yes ; your father says he will never forget 
the look of agonised gratitude that flickered for 
one instant over that poor dying face." 

" Where is Thor now ? " 

" My darling, how you are trembling. I 
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cannot quite say; he returned to Brussels 
about a fortnight ago to wind up all affairs, 
probably he is there still.*' 

" One more question, mother : do you suppose 
that Rowena Douglas knew of this — this action 
of Thor's when she allowed her father to break 
off the engagement ? *' 

" Not for one moment, for I feel certain that 
he would never allow a sound of it to pass his 
lips even to her ; but, honestly speaking, Clare, 
I do not think if she had known it, it would 
have made the slightest difference. With her 
high birth and extreme beauty, Rowena has been 
used to homage from her childhood, and I 
believe would die almost any death rather than 
marry a poor man.'* 

" Mother, the utter contempt I feel for that 
girl makes me feel positively ill ; only imagine a 
nature capable of giving up such royalty as 
Thor's for mere paltry cash / If I could stoop 
low enough I should hate her." 

** Clare, I cannot have you talk like that." 

" Oh, mother, just this once, it does me good ; 
there is one comiort : Thor never loved Rowena 
Douglas." 

" My dear child ! and he such a devoted 
lover." 

** Yes, devoted to her wonderful beauty, but 
he never saw the littlej shrivelled up nature 
behind it all until he came to her last week 
without his gold and she spumed him, Thor 
saw Rowena Douglas for the first time th«i ; 
but, oh, mother I whatever our splendid old 
Thimdera is suffering at this moment, is it not 
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better for him to discover that his Utopia is but 
a poor fool's Paradise before its awful gates have 
closed upon him for ever ? *' 

** Yes, indeed, if the poor boy could be brought 
to think so too; but now you must run 
away and dress, or you will annoy daddy by 
being late. Tell Prichet not to come to me 
until I ring ; our conversation has been rather 
exciting and I want to be quite well for dear 
father. Perhaps if I lie still for half an hour 
in this soft light my headache will not come 
on/* 

" Oh, mother ! I have helped to excite you. 
What a clumsy wretch I am ! ** 

"Don*t look so distressed, my darling, you 
have nothing to blame yourself for.'* 

But Clare, with her usual vehemence, did take 
herself to task very sharply, and sat a picture 
of drooping despondency while her maid arranged 
her rich dark masses of hair. 

** That will do, Emma," she exclaimed im- 
patiently, as the girl twisted and imtwisted a 
coil with more than usual care ; " there will be 
no one to see me but my father and he would 
never notice if I went down with my hair dyed 
red." t,i 

" But indeed there will be, miss. I heard 
Thomas tell Mrs Benson that the master had 
wired to him to say that he was bringing yoxmg 
Sir Thorold Tempest home to dinner." 

Clare bent her head while the crimson flushed 
up almost to Emma's fingers, who, being a very 
much indulged and highly unsophisticated maid, 
comm^ited thus — 
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" Oh, my, miss ! if you only always had that 
colour you would be the most handsome yt)ung 
lady that ever was/' 

"When I ask for your opinion on either my 
colour or my appearance it will be time for you 
to give it," was the cutting rejoinder. "Bandly 
attend to your present business which is to finish 
fussing with my hair as speedily as possible." 

Nevertheless as ten minutes later Clare de- 
scended to the drawing-room, with her dainty 
skirt trailing behind her, and conscious that the 
rich colour was still mantling her cheeks, her 
maid's admiring criticism by no means was 
forgotten and was perhaps responsible for the 
not altogether tmpleasing reflection that Rowena 
Douglas was as pale as the beautiful statue to 
which she was so constantly compared. 

" I hope I shall keep my colour all the 
evening," was the foolish Uttle person's soliloquy 
as her hand rested on the door handle. 

And she did. 



CHAPTER II 

THOR 

*' God*s in His hatYcn 
All's right with the world." 

Robert Browning. 

It was with a fluttering heart that Clare entered 
the brilliantly lighted drawing-room, prepared 
to meet her stricken hero in his profoimd and 
hollow-eyed melancholy with a pensively thought- 
out little speech which her wisdom of seventeen and 
a half years judged appropriate to the occasion. 
Certainly, therefore, it was not a Uttle disconcert- 
ing, ere the door closed softly behind her, to be 
greeted by a roar of almost boyish laughter from 
the object of so much commiseration, who, 
instead of leaning, as her fancy had pictured him, 
in thoughtful dejection against the mantel-piece 
gazing abstracteily downwards, had ensconced 
himself in the most luxurious chair within his 
reach, and with his long legs stretched com- 
fortably out before the huge fire was fairly 
shouting over the cartoon in that week's 
'* Punch". So engrossed, indeed, was this victim 
of fraud and caprice in the more than usually 
brilliant hit, that he did not hear the closmg of 
the door nor the rustle of invisible silk upon the 
carpet until Clare, an erect little figure, with an 
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altogether bewUdered look in her bright eyes, 
stood beside him, Thor sprang to his feet. 

" My dear Clare ! " he exclaimed, quietly placing 
her in the chair he had vacated. " Why ! what 
a grown-up little sprite it is, with her trains and 
trinkets. I declare you have given the whole of 
my nervous system quite a dangerous shock." 

As he stood looking down upon her, paper in 
hand, and with still laughing eyes, disgust and 
actual disappointment made her feel positively 
cross* 

" I think you are horribly rude, Thor, a perfect 
bore, in fact." 

This was not exactly the speech Clare had 
composed from the depths of her admiring sym- 
pathy only a few moments before ; but was ever 
girl so provoked ! 

*' And I think that you are the most distract- 
ingly charming little giri that ever indulged in 
tantrums. The shock, my dear, to which I 
allude and which I fear will seriously undermine 
my constitution if so often repeated, is due to 
the fact that I always forget your mature 
appearance imtil the next time. Qare, my little 
Clare, why do you want to grow up ? If only 
you could have remained content with skipping- 
ropes and a pigtail for just a little longer ! " 

The laughter had died from his wonderful eyes, 
and an expression had stolen into them which 
instantly demolished Clare's wrath and brought 
the ready tears to her own, but whether the 
little speech would, after all, have at that 
moment been spoken, must remain a matter for 
conjecture, for the door suddenly opened and 
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Dr Beresford, looking pale and preoccupied from 
his visit to his suffering and all but idolised wife, 
entered the room. 

Clare flew to his side and threw her pretty 
braceletted arms round his neck. 

*' Daddy, is it so very bad ? " 

*' Crashing, my darling, crashing, that is the 
only word for it. Nurse Inwood is with her now 
and will do all that can be done to relieve the 
head ; you must not go to her, Clare, even to 
say good-night. She must be left absolutely 
quiet for the next twelve hours at least. But 
come, Thor, my boy, we have no right to burden 
you like this with our troubles.'* 

** Are they not mine also, sir ? Do you think 
if my own mother had been spared to me 
I could have loved her one degree more than 
Aunt Naomi ? " 

The elder man wrung his hand. 

" You are a fine fellow, Thor, but here comes 
Thomas to tell us dinner is servedJ I have no 
doubt Mrs Benson has given us something good 
to enliven us. Give your arm to this little Puss, 
and I will follow.'* 

Dinner at 3 Cadogan Place was always a 
somewhat lengthy affair. Dr Beresford was an 
unobservant, dreamy scientist and meekly partook 
in turn of all the courses placed before him, for 
Mrs Benson, cook and housekeeper combined, 
had been the supreme controller of his household 
for the last thirty years, and had gradually learnt 
to consider the supreme object of life to consist 
in serving up what she. was pleased to term a 
reckairchy dinner at seven-thirty every evening to 
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the very best of her gastronomic ability, and no 
one dreamed, not even Clare who loathed long 
dinners and, in fact, hated to have to sit still 
for more than half an hour at a time, of dis- 
puting her will. On this particular occasion, 
Clare and her usually healthy young appetite 
had drifted so far apart that course after course 
passed her untasted ; a circumstance which 
provided her with the opportunity of observing 
Thor at her leisure from beneath her drooping 
lashes, for, painful as it may be to relate, that 
young man's accumulative misfortunes by no 
means prevented him from doing full justice to 
the good things set before him. But if Clare felt 
any siirprise at this she experienced still more 
in observing that the decanter was quietly 
waved aside at every approach and that Thor's 
glass remained unfilled during the whole of the 
meal— a circumstance which pleased her, she 
hardly knew why. 

Dr Beresford had not met his adopted nephew 
since the day of the funeral, and had much to 
ask and speak of, and gradually Clare fell entirely 
out of the conversation ; but she was quite 
content to have it so. Thor was a good talker 
and it was pleasant to have him sitting there 
and to mark her father's evident affection for 
him and the mutual interest and pleasure of 
their intercourse. Moreover, as Clare's imper- 
ceived glances fell upon her guest, she im- 
consciously confessed to herself that he proved 
no unpleasing object for any girl's scrutiny. She 
recalled with an involuntary smile how often she 
had declared to his face, with childish petulance. 
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that he was perfectly hideous, but in reality he 
was splendid, and yet, with a gradual awakening 
of conviction, she became conscious of a subtle 
and indefinable change that had passed over him 
since their last meeting. She could not under- 
stand or locate it, but the discovery thrilled her, 
the cause for which she could not fathom, for 
Clare's bright young eyes had shed too few tears 
to enable her to recognise the traces of an inward 
tempest, which the soul in its agony so often 
stamps upon the outward man. 

And how grand he looked! how noble! yes 
she told herself she had never met anyone during 
the whole six months since she had " come out " 
who could hold a candle to Thor, She re- 
membered her own and PearPs disgust when he 
had first b^un to grow a moustache and beard, 
but, after all, the short, pointed beard well became 
him; how infinitely superior he looked to the 
clean-shaven, sallow-looking men she was always 
meeting; certainly his mother must have 
possessed splendid eyes and forehead if they 
were like his, and yet his chin was like — ^but at 
this point Clare became conscious that the 
moment had come for her to retire. 

Thor rose to open the door for her, through 
which she swept in, what she imagined to be, her 
most languishing and grown-up manner, and with 
a slight inclination, as she inwardly termed it, 
of her stately little head. 

She was therefore wholly unprepared for the 
Uow which scattered her dignity to the winds 
and sent her flying upstairs like an angry school- 
girl For that audacious Thor had dared to 

B 
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murmur as she passed, almost loud enough for 
her father to hear — 

"Pretty good for a small girl. Don't be 
discouraged: If at first, etc." 

WhUe Clare was hiding her flaming cheeks in 
the sofa cushions and continuing to assure her- 
self for the hundredth time that she absolutely 
detested Thor, and that he had grown perfectly 
horrid-looking and was utterly unbearable, the 
two gentlemen in the quiet dining-room below 
had drawn their chairs together after the 
manner of men when their women-kind have 
disappeared. 

"Tlxis is worth drinking, my boy," Dr 
Beresford said, as he pushed the decanter con- 
taining a sample of his precious '47 vintage 
towards him. 

" Thank you, uncle, but for the time being I 
have turned ' total \ as the blue-ribboners 
would say." 

" Upon my life, you have ? I thought some- 
thing was looking queer about the glasses at 
dinner. But on earth why, Thor ? " 

'' I have my reasons, sir, and you shall hear 
them some day ; but I know you will pardon my 
going into that now." 

"Certainly, dear boy, although I confess I 
think you are making a mistake; you look a 
bit pulled down, but who can wonder indeed ! 
Well, if you won't drink, let us adjourn to my 
snuggery and I will give you a weed which, if 
an3^hing can compensate for a glass of good old 
'47, will do the deed, though perhaps you have 
given up smoking too, eh ? " 
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" Indeed I have not ; uncle, I am yearning 
for that cigar:" 

" Well, you shall have it. Press the bell, lad. 
I must teU Thomas to let Gare know that we 
shall not be going upstairs, and to bring in our 
coffee. You will stay the night, Thor, for I 
don't suppose we shall have thrashed this 
business out till nearly morning ? " 

"Yes, I wiU stay the night. I hope Clare 
won't think—" 

"Oh, I'U make that aU right. The little 
Puss'Il be rather lonely though, as she can't go 
to her mother. The fact is, I don't know 
whether it's the best thing for her, but she's 
got into the way of spending her evenings with 
me in my den, for Nurse Inwood won't let 
either of us in until bedtime, and then only for 
a few minutes. Poor little Clare is quite out 
of it, and that's why she comes to me.'* 

" Why should this evening be an excep- 
tion ? " 

" My dear boy, if you really don't mind ; my 
little girl is never in her dad's way, but I 
thought perhaps the private nature — " 

"Oh, I don't mind one atom about that, 
uncle ; indeed, if she won't think it too much 
of a bore, I should be pleased if she would join 
us. It would not be the first time that Clare's 
dear common-sense has been of real and positive 
value to me. May I go and capture her, 
sir?" 

"Certainly, my boy, while I speak to 
Thomas." 

ThcMT found Clare a little huddled-up mass, 
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among the sofa cushions, and too absorbed in the 
pages she was reading, apparently, to observe his 
entrance. The fact that these contained nothing 
more interesting than a final and never-able-to- 
be-disputed pronouncement on the excellences 
of Colman's mustard over all others, did not 
in the least suggest the fact (this young man 
being no more vain and quite as obtuse as the 
generality of his kind) that the pamphlet had 
been snatched up at the sound of his approach- 
ing footsteps. 

Sly little Clare gave a start as he drew near, 
and gazed at him with eyes almost dazed from 
the intense interest of the subject matter of her 
perusal. 

*' I have come to conduct you to the paternal 
den, Clare. Tour father and I have a great deal 
of important business to discuss, and, if you 
won't think it a very horrible bore, we should both 
feel your presence with us a comfort and help." 

But however pleasant this speech soimded, 
Clare was not the girl to lower her flag at the 
first overture. 

" I really should have thought," she answered 
in a most aggravatingly grown-up manner, 
** that both you and my father were capable of 
arranging these affairs without my microscopic 
aid." But the warm Uttle heart bitterly repented 
the words, even before they had left her lips, as 
she met the surprised, hurt look on the face 
before her. 

" I did not think you would fail me, Clare." 

Clare sprang to her feet with clasped hands 
and positive tears welling into her pretty eyes. 



THOR 21 

"O! Thor, forgive me. I didn't mean it, 
indeed I did not. Thor, I would do an3^hing 
for you, anything ; if it would only help you, 
ever so little, for me to become a crossing- 
sweeper, I would become one to-morrow, Thor." 

'* Thank you, dear, but I am not quite sure 
that such a highly self-denying, if not an alto- 
gether advisable, course of action would present 
an actual solution of my difficulties. I think 
you could help me more at the present moment 
by joining our conclave downstairs." 

And Clare, looking the embodiment of pathetic 
penitence, obediently preceded Thor to the 
smoking-room. 

His own well-considered programme, however, 
which Thorold Tempest placed before his hearers, 
was very simple and ehcited but little advice 
or discussion after all, for even Clare's inex- 
perienced eyes saw the expediency of it. 

A wealthy baronet. Sir Arthur Dudgeon, had 
asked Thor to travel with his son Clifford as 
private tutor. 

" I have seen the lad twice," Thor explained. 
"' He is a very decent kind of fellow, rather given 
to a watery kind of rituaUsm, but by no means 
a bad sort of fellow, although I expect he will 
hang a little heavy as the time goes on, but we 
are to have an open purse, and as long as we 
don't wander too far from the beaten track, may 
go where we like." 

" And when do you start ? " 

" In a fortnight's time." 

''My poor boy, I am afraid it will all seem 
strange enough at first." 
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"Yes, I grant that after being one's own 
master for seven years, the curb won't appear 
all silken just at first ; but I begin to beUeve 
there's nothing one can't get used to in time." 

" Well, yours has been hard luck, my boy." 

" Harder, far harder than you, sir, or my 
little would-be comforter here knows. Unde, I 
have lost everything, and what I cannot but 
still regard the most precious of all was the last 
to go." 

Clare's bright cheeks grew brighter and 
Dr Beresford fidgeted imcomfortably. 

" No, no, I don't mean that, not what you 
are thinking of, for I believe I could even have 
borne Rowena's desertion if I could only have 
retained — ^faith in God." 

*' And you have lost that too ? So much 
the better for you, my boy." 

Clare shuddered. 

"Oh, father!" 

" Well, perhaps I ought not to talk so before 
you, child, but how is it possible to believe in a 
Divine Providence when nearly everything one 
sees and hears contradicts such a belief. Look 
at Thor. What has he done to deserve such 
overwhelming misfortunes ? Father — home 
— ^love — money — position — all gone at a sweep; 
Then look at your mother. What has there ever 
been in her sweet, high, and holy life to merit 
such agony as the precious darling has con- 
stantly to suffer ? Don't tell me — " 

" Oh, father ! father ! please stop," cried 
Clare in an agony of supplication, while Thor 
sat motionless, his face shaded with his hand. 
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"I know I am only an ignorant, worldly girl, 
but I feel so certain, somehow, great and real 
good will come out of all suffering, and I can 
never forget the text of a sermon Pearl and I 
heard our old rector preach from one Sunday 
morning last Christmas holidays. I don*t 
remember the sermon one Uttle bit, but the text 
struck me as so remarkable that I copied it down 
in my note-book, and learned it by heart." 

" Then let's have it, Qare, for we both need 
comfort if any's to be had, that's very certain." 

And Clare's clear young voice repeated these 
sublime words : — " Who is among you that 
feareth the Lord, that obeyeth the voice of His 
servant, that walketh in darkness and hath no 
hght, let him trust in the Name of the Lord and 
stay upon his God. Behold all ye that kindle 
a fire and compass themselves about with sparks, 
walk in the Ught of your fire and in the sparks 
that ye have kindled, this shall ye have of My 
hand, ye shall he down in sorrow." 

4 * • • • • 

Some hours later, when all had retired except- 
ing the master of the house, who sat in his 
deserted smoking-room, gazing moodily into the 
glowing embers, the door opened softly, and 
Thor, in slippers and dressing-gown, with Ughted 
candle in hand, entered. 

"My dear fellow," exclaimed his astonished 
host, " is there anything you want ? " 

"Well — ^yes," was the somewhat sheepishly- 
given answer ; " the fact is, I was wondering 
whether I could find a Bible anywhere about. I 
should like to look up that verse Clare repeated 
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to US to-night. It sounded, I thought — a — ^well 
somehow to the point, don't you think ? *' 

" Yes, perhaps so, but then — ^however, the 
thing is to find a Bible. Ah I here's one. 
Thomas is a bit of a Methodist, and I always 
notice he manages to put one somewhere within 
my reach, poor, simple soul that he is." 

Thor departed with his Bible, but only to 
search in vain through the unf amihar pages for 
the desired text. He was about to relinquish 
the hunt, at the end of a fruitless half-hour, 
when, in the very act of closing the Book with 
an impatient bang, a little piece of paper 
fluttered to his feet. As he stooped to pick it 
up he saw written in clear, girlish characters, 
** Is. 50, /as/ verse " ; even then with what he felt 
convinced was the desired clue in his hand, so 
ignorant was he of the order of the Sacred 
Canon, that it was some time before he could find 
the passage. He had, in fact, worked himself 
quite into a state of excitement before his eye 
actually fell upon the inspired words he had 
been so earnestly seeking, a circumstance which, 
perhaps, helped to rivet them upon the retina of 
thought, and was partly accountable for the 
fact that when at last he fell asleep, it was to 
dream that he was surrounded by a hedge of 
flaming sparks which, however, though brilliant 
in themselves, were powerless to penetrate the 
dense darkness which seemed to envelop him on 
every side. 



CHAPTER III 

IN FAIR BERLIN 

" 'Tis yet to Icam 

If when the old task really is performed 
And my will free, once more, to choose a new, 

I shall do aoght bat slightly modify 
The nature of the hated one I quit.** — Paraeebus. 

Robert Browning. 

Carlton Rivers leant against the window frame, 
backing a tiny balcony overlooking the Schuman 
Strasse ; through a gap between the opposite 
houses the tranquil waters of the Spree were 
quivering and flushing rosy red under the kisses 
of an April sunset, while through an intervening 
network of roofs and chimney stacks the green 
slopes and budding tree-tops that fringed the 
allies of the Thiergarten lay resplendent in the 
lingering radiance, the clatter of wooden shoes, 
blended with the sound of merry voices, floated 
upward through the balmy air, while the cease- 
h&s murmur of electric cars successively thread- 
ing the Chaus^e mingled not unpleasantly with 
the subdued hum and whirl of city life and 
trafl&c, but the solitary figure above it all was 
not more entirely unobserved than he was un- 
observant of his surroundings. The pink-tinted 
letter that he was reading for the third time 
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within the last few minutes so entirely absorbed 
every mental and ph}^ical faculty he possessed 
that, had a cannon ball been fired off in the 
street below him, it is a question whether it 
would have diverted his attention, and yet the 
schoolgirl letter, written in characters half 
English and half German, was simple enough in 
itself. 

"Dear Mr Rivers, — ^Frau Holstein has given 
me permission to write a few words to you and 
she has also told me that she trusts me 
sufficiently not to ask to see what I am writing, 
so you see that we English girb have a certain 
amount of traditional honour to maintain. 

" My father wishes me to return home at 
once, as my precious mother is no better and she 
seems to want both her girlies to be with her. 
A very old friend of ours. Sir Thorold Tempest, 
is coming to fetch me and my dear Uttle 
Gretchen, who is to be Clare's and my maid so 
that we may keep up our German ; I am so glad ; 
I mean I am so glad about Gretchen, for 
although of course it is lovely to go home, yet 
I am not quite altogether glad to leave dear old 
Berlin, and my dear kind Frau, and the nice 
EngUsh girls — ^and — ^well I am very sorry not to 
be able to say good-bye really to you, and to be 
able to tell you how gratefiil I feel to you for 
all those beautiful English and German literature 
classes. Looking back upon them they don't 
seem like lessons at all, but just long lovely 
talks ; but most of all I should hke to thank 
you for what you said to me on the afternoon 
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of Frau Holstein's reception. You are the very 
first person who has ever spoken to me about 
real things, and I cannot understand why all the 
nice sermons and services at St George's Church, 
Sunday after Sunday, have never opened my eyes, 
as those few words you spoke. I felt somehow 
what an intense reality it all was to you, and I 
am longing for all those htst things to be as real 
to me also. May I ask you sometimes to pray 
that they may become so to. — ^Your gratefiil 
little pupil, 

" Pearl Beresford. 

" I thought perhaps you might like the accom- 
panying copy edition of Tersteegen as a tiny 
Terstergen token of my regard. Frau Holstein has 
seen it and approves. — a-Dieuy 

As Rivers at length folded the letter and 
placed it in his breast pocket not a muscle of his 
strong face betrayed any sign of emotion. He 
stood for a few moments gazing abstractedly 
before him and then turned to re-enter the room 
behind, but he did so only to stand face to face 
with the unexpected, for between him and the 
not too scrupulous table-cloth on which his 
modest supper was spread, there sat on the only 
available chair the room contained (the rest, 
including the short, shabby sofa, having been 
conunandeered for piled-up papers and books), a 
handsome somewhat loudly - dressed man of 
about twenty-seven years of age. 

" Mr Carlton Rivers, has I believe," said the 
stranger, rising and holdine: out a well-gloved 
hand. 
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Rivers shook it somewhat stiffly. 

" That is my name ; may I ask yours as a 
possible clue to this unexpected in — ^visit." 

" My name, sir, is Joseph Crimp, leastways it 
has been up to the present ; but perhaps that 
don't tell you much." 

" Well, I must confess it does not convey any 
very definite idea to my mind as to — ^' 

" Who the dickens I am," replied the other, a 
broad grin overspreading his decidedly handsome 
features. " P'raps it may *elp us on a bit if I 
put it, Joseph Crimp of Puddleford." 

Rivers started. 

*' Puddleford ! Joseph Crimp ! My dear fellow, 
surely you can't be * little Joe' — ^impossible." 

The grin had disappeared and there were 
positive tears in the man's eyesi 

"It ain'ti For I'm him sure enoughs Oh, 
Mr Carlton Rivers, if I ever get to believe in 
my poor old mother's God again, I'll praise Him 
for this night. Ah, sir, you've got the same 
look on your face now; why, though I declare 
it's a good fifteen years since I clapped eyes on 
you, I'd 've known you anywhere." 

"I can't say the same for you, my dear 
fellow," exclaimed Rivers, wrmging his hand and 
clapping him on the shoulder. " Why, Joe, it 
seems like a bit of the dear old life back again. 
Sit down, Joe, and have some supper. I wish I 
had something better to offer you, Joe." 

" Mr Rivers, I couldn't eat a bit o' anything 
imder the sun, not if you had to offer me the 
king's venison on a golden dish, my heart's that 
full — Oh, it's good to see you, sir I " 
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"I heartUy return the compliment, dear old 
Joe. No, no, don't throw away your cigar, 
smoke it by all means. I cannot join you, for 
I have given up smoking for many years." 

" Have you indeed. Well, I never ! But no 
doubt you had 3rour reasons, sir." 

"Yes, I had, one of them being that I can't 
afford baccy, Joe ; but come, let me have your 
news. What about your poor unhappy father ? " 

" Dead. He iell down in a fit about three years 
after you left Puddleford, and never spoke again, 
and a happy release it was for us, as you may 
suppose." " 

" And did he drink to the very end ? " 

" To the very last. There was no change in 
the old rascal excepting that he hadn't the 
strength to knock mother and me about as he 
used to have." 

" And what happened after his death ? " 

" We shut up that wretched pub pretty quick, 
and then mother's brother, Uncle Dick, sent for 
us. He would have no truck whatever with us as 
long as dad lived, but when he died he sent for 
us pretty quick, for he were always partial to 
mother and, as far as I can make out, was the 
only relation as either she or father had ; but if 
they had each had a hundred he would have 
becii worth the whole of them put together. 
When he was quite a young chap, over sixty years 
ago, he started a butter-shop in Liverpool and 
sold nothing but butter for many years, but when 
the 'Ome & Colonial and the Hempire, and the 
Maypole, and I don't know what, started their ten- 
pence a pound article he took to selling eggs and 
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cheese and the like things. If ever there was a 
'cute customer in this world he was one : he sold 
his goods always just a little under other 
people*s prices and, in some wonderful way he 
had of his own, he always provided goods a little 
better in quality than other folks, with the result 
that he fairly coined money, but mother and I 
didn't know anything about it till we went to 
live with him after dad's death. As I say, he was 
always partial to mother and I think he took 
wonderful to me, because mother used to tell 
him how I used to stand up for her against 
father, little chap as I was, although I knew I 
should only get mauled for it. Poor old mother, 
she never forgot it, not till the very last hours 
of her life and I expect she made a lot of it to 
Uncle Dick, and very straight the old man acted 
to me, and when he found nothing would do but 
that I must be off to Klondyke, he fitted me out 
handsome and paid my passage out, second 
class." 

" How did you like it when you got there ? 
I should like to have some of your Elondyke 
experience, Joe." 

*' I haven't much to tell," continued Crimp, 
quietly puffing out the rare fragrance of his 
unexceptionable cigar. " I had not much luck and 
after the first five years I began to have a 
terrible longing for the old woman, but I stayed 
on in the hopes my luck would change, iintil a 
little less than a year ago — ^in the banning of 
May it was — I had a letter from Uncle Dick 
telling me mother was took very bad with the 
*flue'. He enclosed a bankers' order for my 
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passage home, but although I started off at 
once, as you may imagine, and travelled as 
fast as boats and trains could bring me — I 
arrived — " 

" Not too late, Joe, not too late, dear faithful 
Joe?'' 

" Yes, too late," replied Joe, taking his cigar 
from his lips and with a catch in his voice. " They 
had both died of the ^ flue \ both the old man 
and — ^and — smother, a week afore I arrived, and 
had been buried the same day/' 

There was a short, vibrating pause in which 
the two men's hearts drew very near each other. 

" But there was a letter — a message, Joe ? " 
asked Rivers at last. 

" Yes, mother left me the most beautiful letter 
which the woman as nursed her (and a good, 
kind woman she was too !), took down from her 
dear lips as she said the words. I have it here," 
said Joe, placing his hand on his breast coat 
pocket, *'and some day I'll let you see it, Mr 
Rivers." 

" I thank you, dear fellow. And your uncle, 
Joe?" 

"My uncle," answered Joe, raising his cigar 
and eyeing it, ** left me half a million of money." 

" Half a million of money ! " 

"Yes, that's the sum— half a million of 
sovereigns. I expect I'm the wealthiest man in 
the whole of this 'ere city of Berlin." 

Again there was silence. Carlton Rivers rose 
hurriedly as if to take a step forward and then 
sat down again. Joe continued to smoke 
stolidly on. 
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" And may I ask if the legal matters concern- 
ing this large fortune are all satisfactorily settled 
in — in your favour ? '* 

Had a change subtle and almost imperceptible 
stolen into Rivers' manner ? 

Joe looked quickly up, and threw his cigar into 
the empty stove. 

" Yes, ever3rthing is settled. The old man had 
left such a clearly-worded will and all his books 
were in such excellent order and there was no 
other relation whatever to dispute it that the 
lawyers couldn't get up a tangle on any accoimt 
whatever ; and so it was all settled in less than 
nine months, and a pretty penny they and the 
Government have got out of it, I can tell you." 

" Yes, I suppose so. Allow me to congratulate 
you most sincerely." 

Again Joe looked up quickly and a blank look 
stole into his eyes 

" Mr Carlton Rivers," he said, " it's because of 
this mass of money as I've come to you to-night. 
I've been hunting for you for three months, and 
I only found out where you were through an old 
friend of yours. Sir Thorold Tempest, last week. " 

" Sir Thorold Tempest?" 

"Yes. Some twenty years .back my unde 
invested a matter of seventy thousand pounds 
with his father, and when the old gentleman died 
about a month ago the young Sir Thorold handed 
the whole of it back again ; he said he thought I'd 
better re-invest it, but it was a bit of a pity he 
did, for it had been fetching si per cent, for the 
last twenty years and seemed to be in pretty safe 
hands. But that's nothing to do with what I 
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want to ask you now. Mr Carlton Rivers, you 
are the only man living as can do it — ^will you 
help me, sir ? " 

" How can I possibly help you ? " 

" Well, it's this way. If ever there were a real 
bom gent it*s yourself, Mr Rivers — Vve known 
that much as long as I remember ; and many's 
the time as IVe said to myself, when I was a 
little chap so high : ' If ever I live to be a 
gentleman, I'll be one of the same sort as young 
Mr Carlton Rivers ' ; well, look at me : for all my 
money I'm a bounder — a cad — ^no one knows that 
as well as I do myself. I dress like one, I eat like 
one, I speak like one, I look like one. Why, bless 
you, I'd no more face them swells at the table 
iThote at the 'Rome' to-night— that's the pub 
I've put up at — ^than I'd face a cannon ball, and 
if you wouldn't be ashamed to be seen with me 
there, it's only because you are, as I say, such a 
real bom gentleman, as you are miles and miles 
above the heads of the ordinary swells. What's 
the good of my five himdred thousand pounds 
when I daren't hire a servant for fear he'd laugh 
in my face before he'd worn my livery a fortnight ; 
but Usten, sir : I'm going to be a gentleman ; I'm 
going to speak, dress, eat and look like one 
before I'm many months older. And more than 
that — I'm going to have the name and title of a 
gentleman — ^no more Joe Crimps for me. By my 
uncle's will I'm forced to take the name of 
Maxwell, which was his mother's name, as came 
of a good stock, but the lawyer chap as managed 
the whole business — leastways who said he did, 
though, as far as I can make out, there was a 
c 
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good score of them one way and another — ^told me 
I might have as many other names as I liked as 
long as Maxwell came in behind 'em all ; so I got 
one of the waiters at the Hotel Cecil, where I put 
up for a fortnight before I came over here, to 
give me the names of some of the swells as were 
there, which he did. I put them down and picked 
out the best, and this is what it comes to : Joseph 
Marmaduke Loftus Maxwell, Esq. That sounds 
pretty fine, don't you think so ? better than Joe 
Crimp — eh, sir ? " 

** From some points, yes." 

** I liked it uncommon, so my lawyers, Fleece, 
Dothem & Co., are making it all right, putting 
it in the Times and having it roistered 
goodness knows where, and so I'm down at the 
• Rome ' like that." 

" Yes ? I am all attention." 

" Well, Mr Carlton Rivers, I ask you plain and 
straightforward, as between man and man, to 
turn Joe Crimp into Joseph Marmaduke Loftus 
Maxwell, Esq., or, in other words, which will make 
the meaning o* my words a bit plainer, I want 
you to turn me into the real proper kind of gent 
as I've sworn I will be." 

" But how possibly can I effect such an imp — 
I mean how can I in this matter further your 
desires ? " 

"Just by letting me keep with you, sir. I will 
live an3nvhere you choose; I will pay you any 
sum of money under the sun, only let me bide in 
your company that I may learn how to become 
just such a gentleman as you are. If you don't 
feel disposed like to do it for my sake, do it for 
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my poor old mother's. She thought all the world 
of you, sir, and many*s the time when we've seen 
you pass the house with that dear, beautiful lady, 
your mother, either leaning upon your arm or you 
wheeling her in that little carriage, mother's said 
to me : ' Joe, remember you can't never do better 
than copy Mr Carlton Rivers', and this likewise 
was the opinion of Joe Crimp, the son of the low, 
drunken publican, as it still is of the richest man 
I know." 

There was the sound of a sob in the man's 
voice, but he steadied it and continued — 

" It's just this, you will never laugh at me, you 
are too first dass for that. Why, Mr Rivers, I 
know how well -bom you are. I know your 
mother was daughter to a lord, and that there 
ain't nothing but blue blood in the whole of your 
veins, and yet you are as himible and simple and 
natural as if you were bom one of us ; that's the 
kind of gentleman I want to be, and that's the 
kind of gentleman you, and only you, can 
make me." 

Carlton Rivers stepped forward and laid both 
hands on either of his visitor's broad shoulders. 

" Joe," he said in a moved voice, " let me call 
you so this once more ; believe, oh, believe me, old 
friend, not all the surface polish, not all the social 
refinement of look and manner can make you 
more the real tme gentleman than you are at 
this moment, Joe ! " 

*' Me, a gentleman ! Me, Mr Rivers ! " 

" Yes, you ; and I have a feeling, Joe, that you 
and I are nearer to each other, as we stand face 
to face in this poor little room than we shall ever 
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be again. Oh, Joe, can*t you be content with the 
money and manliness witli which you have been 
so richly endowed, without reaching after that 
which will lessen the one and ruin the other ? " 

"Mr Rivers, I know what you mean, and I 
thank you, but if you could only be in my place 
for one moment." 

"Yes, yes! I know how trying it must all 
be ; but why not be content with a quiet, happy 
life and leave society to sneer and to smile as it 
please ? " 

" Were you in my place, would you be content 
with such a life, sir ? " 

The look that Rivers threw into Joe's eyes was 
beautiful to see. 

" Yes, Joe, for I too have received a legacy,'* 
he answered. 

"I am mighty glad to hear it, sir," Joe 
answered, with an unconscious glance round the 
poor little room. 

" ShaU I tell you about it, Joe ? " 

He had seated himself and was gazing intently 
into his companion's face. 

" If you please, Mr Rivers." 

"Well, no more ambitious youngster lived 
than I ; the very fact of what you are pleased to 
call my good birth fanned the flame, I suppose ; 
but, to put it all in a nutshell, every one of my 
dreams fell to the ground, circimistances prevented 
my going to college, and all left for me to do 
was to make what I could of my knowledge of 
languages. But those days of early disappoint- 
ment were restless and bitter days, Joe. My 
precious mother had been taken from me, and I 
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had no earthly friend to turn to. Yes, they were 

sad and bitter days." 

" But you don't appear to be either now, sir." 

"No," answered the other, with a return of that 

^ radiant smile, " because not only have I received 

a l^acy, but I have found a Friend, Joe — a 

I mighty, powerful, rich, sustaining, changeless 

I Friend". 

> "Again I say, I'm glad, real glad to hear it« 
Might I," continued Joe, with a slightly troubled 

> look on his handsome, honest face, " might I be so 
bold, sir, as to ask his name." 

Carlton Rivers had again risen and stood looking 
down at his companion in a way he was never to 
i forget. 

''The Man, Christ Jcsus^ 
Joe started^ 

" And the legacy I have received is — His peace." 
i "Oh, Mr Rivers! I didn't think— that is— I 

! -I—" 

' "Wen, never mind, old friend. I imderstand 

just how you feel, for I should have felt just 

the same at one time ; only I want you to know 

that not only is He my Friend, but He is my 

' Master, my Captain, my Bang, my all. All I am 

I and every faculty I possess is no longer mine but 

His. Now, Joe, do you still feel that I am the one 

you would choose to be your teacher, your guide 

I if you will, to instruct you in the ways and 

manners of that higher station of worldly society 

into which you believe your great wealth entitles 

you to enter ? " 

"Look here, sir," answered the other, doggedly, 
and rising from his seat as he spoke, "I repeat 
i 
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here the very words I swore fifteen years ago — 
' If ever I live to be a gentleman PU be one like 
Mr Carlton Rivers,* and maybe,*' he continued 
more gently, **it*d hdp me on a bit to know 
something of— -of— this Friend of his too.*' 
And so the compact was settled. 



CHAPTER IV 

A CHRISTIAN SCIENTIST 

'* At length my trance 
Was cancelled, stricken through with doubt." 

TCNNYSON. 

Constance Conway had become an almost daily 
visitor at 3 Cadogan Place. Whatever precon- 
ceived prejudice Mrs Beresford may have enter- 
tained towards her had melted away in their 
first interview, and it was not very long before 
something akin to affection towards the lonely 
young orphan began to take its place in her 
tender mother heart; in fact all the family 
followed suit. Even Dr Beresford could be lured 
away from his books and laboratory to listen to 
her rare singing, and to enjoy a few moments 
of grave converse with the strange, quiet girl. 
Thorold Tempest, who was spending, at Dr and 
Mrs Beresford*s earnest desire, his last fortnight 
in England with them, although the last to yield 
to her sway, became by degrees the foremost of 
her admirers. 

" She is so different to most girls, and never 
talks rot,*' he confided to Clare, more explicitly 
than el^antly. 

" I think she talks any amount of what you 
are pleased to term rot," was the somewhat 
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unexpected response, but if the truth must be 
told, for some unexplained reason, Clare was not 
quite so ardent in her devotion to her friend 
as formerly. "What she was saying at lunch, 
yesterday, struck me as the greatest nonsense I 
have ever listened to ; and yet there were you, 
and even clever, scholarly Dad, drinking in her 
words as if they were ambrosia." 

'* Or nectar, to be more correct." 

" Yes, nectar, if you please, or, better still, 
twaddle. Thor, do you mean to tell me, seriously, 
that anyone could ever persuade you to believe 
that sweet, precious mummy does not suffer one 
atom really, because there is no such thing as 
physical pain in existence ? " 

" I certainly confess I should like to believe it, 
Clare, for such a creed would throw a great deal 
of light on life's ugliest and darkest enigmas. 
Do you remember those striking words Miss 
Conway repeated yesterday : ' Mind is God and 
therefore cannot be sick, and what is termed 
matter cannot be sick; all causation is spirit 
acting through spiritual law; then' hold your 
groimd with un^aken understanding of faith 
and love, and you will win." 

" Win what ? Not that," she continued, while 
an imwonted softness stole into her eyes, "not 
that which, httle waif of the world as I am, I 
sometimes feel as if I would give my very life 
to win." 

"Which is?" 

" Christ's own words of praise : * I was sick and 
ye visited me ; forasmuch as ye have done it 
unto one of the least of these my brethren ye 
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have done it unto Me'. Oh, Thor," she con- 
tinued, with reddening cheeks and a tremble in 
her voice, " don*t you see that if no one ever is 
sick, then — '* 

But at that instant the door opened and 
Constance Conway, with her usual noiseless tread 
and quiet manner, entered the room. She was a 
tall, pale girl, with colourless eyelashes and eye- 
brows, with no pretension whatever to beauty 
either of face or form, and yet there was some- 
thing arresting and striking in her appearance as 
impossible to locate as to describe. 

** Talk of an angel ! " exclaimed Thor, gallantly, 
"and—" 

" It arrives * with healing on its wings '," chimed 
in Clare, all her momentary gentleness gone. 
" You see how profane I am growing ; Constance, 
shall I ever possess a psychological tongue, do 
you think, and never say wicked things ? What 
a happy day that would be for everyone but 
myself! Ah! there's Signer Furiosi's ring. I 
should know it from a thousand. Well, au revoir, 
my children, and, after her music lesson, all that 
is left of poor Moria will meet you at luncheon, 
fair Sophia," and Clare ran out of the room. 

" What does she mean by calling herself ' Moria* 
and me ' Sophia ' ? " Constance asked, turning her 
remarkable eyes, grey with a tint of green in them, 
upon Thor as the door closed. 

'* Moria means folly, and Sophia means wisdom. 
I don't know how the little witch knew it though, 
but you understand Clare too well by this time 
to be hurt at any of her nonsense, I hope, Miss 
Conway." 
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" Hurt, Sir Thorold I Christian Scientists are 
never hurt, for as there is no material pain, there 
is also no mental pain." 

" And are you never offended ? " 

*' Never ! Do you not remember my telling 
you that the soul is a portion of God ? With that 
august principle in mind, you will feel there is 
no need to ask the question," 

" It appears to me. Miss Conway, that your 
system is a very startling one, to say the least ; I 
mean so utterly different to anything one has 
ever thought about before.'* 

" I am glad you can say so much, because you 
thus contradict the foolish statement of our 
opponents, that what we have not received from 
ancient gnosticism we have learned from modem 
Hegelianism.*' 

"Well, I cannot say I know much of either, 
but from what you have told me I should not 
imagine there was much similarity, at anyrate, 
with regard to the m3^tery of ph3^ical suffering." 

" Which Christian Science annihilates." 

" Do you mean absolutely to tell me, there is 
no such thing as actual pain or disease ? " 

" I do, most emphatically." 

" Prove the same to me, and I will be a 
Christian Scientist to-morrow." 

"In which event to-morrow will become the 
most glorious day of your life, Sir Thorold." 

" I abnost begin to think so too ; Miss Conway, 
I yield to a certain power of S3anpathy or what 
ever it may be, I don't care to analyse it, which 
somehow seems to draw one out of oneself. 
I hate boring people with my own personal 
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affairs and feelings, but I frankly confess to you 
that at this moment I am so dead sick of my 
life, that were it not a coward's act I should 
almost be tempted to end it/' 

Few girls could have faced such a speech from 
a handsome yoimg baronet of twenty-five with- 
out some sign of faltering or shrinking, but not 
a flicker of any emotion whatever crossed the 
pale face regarding his, or caused any move- 
ment in the girl's quiet pose of figure, as she sat 
leaning her arm on the table with one hand 
supporting her chin, the other lying idly in the 
folds of her plain skirt. 

" Yes, you are right, it would indeed be a 
coward's act, and were you to do so you would 
end nothing." 

"Nothing?" 

" The body is nothing, for it is but matter, and 
all matter is the product of mortal mind which 
is nothing — ^but — " 

"Yes. May I ask you to be careful of every 
word you speak, for my whole soul seems quiver- 
ing in the balance." 

"Immortal mind alone is existent, and you 
are a portion of that mind." 

" And what about all the trials and troubles 
and bitter experiences which buzz aroimd one at 
times like a swarm of angry bees ? " 

" Rise above them all io your true level — the 
aU good God. Grasp the ideal of truth and love. 
Do not, I b^ of you, think for one instant, that 
I want to thrust myself into your confidence ; 
but ask yourself whether those very stings you 
are suffering from do not nearly aU arise from 
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the action of mortal mind, either in others or 
yourself.'* 

"Well, yes, I suppose they do,*' answered 
Thorold, reflectively ; " but what if it be so, that .' 
would not make them the less real or hard to * 
bear." 

•* If you could divest yourself of everything 
arising from the action of mortal mind upon 
mortal mind, would not a great deal of your 
present suffering vanish into thin air ? " 

''I am afraid you will think me a very obtuse 
fellow, but I really begin to feel a little heady. 
Are you not leading me round and roimd in 
a circle ? If one day you have a hand and 
the next day you haven't, because some fellow 
of a doctor, the representative of mortal mind, 
as you term it, has cut it off, no power of 
reasoning could possibly make you believe that 
you had it ; and I have lost certain things I once 
possessed, and of which I feel the loss in pro- 
portion to the former value I set upon them ; you 
surely cannot tell me that I still possess them." 

**Let me first answer concerning that figure 
you have used, in the very words of oiu" revered 
Mother : ' When the unthinking lobster loses his 
claw it grows again. If the science of life were 
understood it would be foimd that the senses of 
the mind are never lost, and that matter has no 
sensation. Then the himian limb would be re- 
placed as readily as the lobster's claw, not with 
an artificial limb, but with the genuine one." 

"You really believe that an amputated limb 
would grow again ? " 

" Certainly, always supposing the science of 
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b'fe were understood. Ah! I know what that 
long whistle means. Sir Thorold/' 

" Forgive me. Miss Conway, but really that is 
coming it rather strong, is it not ? '* 

" It may seem so, perhaps, I grant ; but, 
again, to quote from the same high source : * The 
author has healed in too many instances not to 
know that what she says is true, and so, with all 
sickness and death you will learn at length that 
there is no cause for grief, and divine wisdom 
will then be imderstood. Error, not truth, pro- 
duces all the suffering upon earth.' Will you be 
very much surprised. Sir Thorold, to learn that, 
I have strong reason — that is — I believe that 
dear Mrs Beresford is opening her mind to science 
healing, and, if so, there will be a blissful good- 
bye to all her present sufferings, or rather, what 
she thinks to be sufferings ? " 

Thor almost sprang to his feet. 

"Miss Conway, lift that heavy burden of 
almost intolerable daily agony from that pure and 
lovely life, and I will become the most absolute 
believer in your system of Christian Science from 
henceforth and for ever. As it is, I feel strongly 
drawn towards it, for, according to your last 
quotation, it appears to undertake to give the 
solution of the sorrows of life, as well as the 
healing of its sufferings. Well, Thomas, what 
now?" he asked irritably of that grave and 
decorous individual, whose respectful entrance 
he had not observed. 

" The master would be pleased. Sir Thorold, if 
you will go to him to his study ; he is wishing 
to speak to you, sir." 
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"All right, I will go at once. Well, Miss 
Conway," he said, advancing and taking her 
hand as Thomas disappeared, " I can only use 
Clare's happy sobriquet and say I hope to meet 
Sophia at lunch." 

But there was no meeting for anyone at the 
lunch-table that day. A sudden smnmons rang 
at that instant from the sick chamber, where 
the beloved invalid lay writhing in what ap- 
peared to be mortal agony. Telegrams were 
inmiediately issued in all directions, and Thorold 
was hastily despatched to fetch Pearl from her 
school in Berlin, to whom the loving father's 
heart had found leisure to write a few loving 
words notifying his wishes for her return at 
once, but taking care to guard his little girl 
from any sudden shock or alarm. 

It was during the agonised minutes of suspense 
which elapsed before the arrival of the doctors, that 
the ascendancy which Constance Conway had ac- 
quired over the whole household was manifested 
in a remarkable manner. All, even the little nurse 
herself, gave way to the girl, as she knelt by the 
bedside where the beloved and agonised sufferer 
lay, and, placing her cool hand upon her forehead, 
said in her usual quiet, but clear tones — 

"Let the Inmiortal Mind have its way, 
darling ; there is no real pain ; don't let doctors 
or anyone make you think there is ; beUeve the 
Divine Science for one instant, and all that you 
think pain will vanish. Only for one instant, 
and you will be healed. Don't have a doctor, 
dear Mrs Beresford, only believe. Let the 
Immortal Mind work." 
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But at that instant there was a firm, quiet 
footstep behind her, and the next, two strong, 
white hands lifted her bodily from the floor to 
the door, and poor Constance found herself on 
the landing, with the whispered words still hiss- 
ing in her ears : " You little idiot, leave the 
house directly, and don't let me see your face 
again until the patient has recovered." 

There was no one to come to her. Thor had 
driven of! already in hot haste to catch his 
train, and all the others, including the servants, 
were too much absorbed in the critical condition 
of the beloved mistress of the house to pay a 
moment's heed to any other object. 

Constance stole to Clare's bedroom and put 
on her hat and jacket and crept from the house, 
rather, it must be confessed, a forlorn-looking 
little victim of the mortal mind she had only 
a few minutes before so heroically defied. 

In the meanwhile, Thor, alone in a first-class 
compartment, steaming away at express speed to 
Dover, had much food for quiet, or, as the case 
might be, for unquiet thought. 

** Here is a test with a vengeance," he 
mused to himself. " Will that girl, or rather, will 
the science she preaches be equal to such an 
occasion ? Heal Aunt Naomi, Constance Conway, 
by whatever means or in whatever manner you 
choose — and — and — What bosh it all is, as if she 
could; and yet what she said soimds awfully 
thrilling and powerful. If it were true, after 
all, what a light it would throw on everything ; 
yes, what a light." Was it the reflection of 
the word which gradually brought to his xci^tcl^^t'j 
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the inspired passage which had arrested him so 
powerfiilly a few nights before ? At the same 
instant the train dashed with a shriek, into the 
first of its series of tunnels, a circimistanoe which 
added force to the words that once more* came 
back with all their old power to his memory, and 
which seemed to be re-echoed in the resounding 
pulsation of the train. 

"Who is among you that feareth the Lord, 
that obeyeth the voice of His servant, that 
walketh in darkness and hath no light, let him 
trust in the Name of the Lord and stay upon his 
God. Behold all ye that kindle a fire and com- 
pass yourselves about with sparks, walk in the 
light of your fire, and in the sparks that ye 
have kindled, this shall ye have of My hand, ye 
shall lie down in sorrow." 

" Sparks ! Perhaps this Christian Science is 
only a spark after all ! Oh, dear ! what a 
muddle it all is. Well, I must get a sight of 
dear old Carl before I leave Berlin. I wonder 
whether that queer bounder chap, old Jones* 
nephew, has foimd him out. Ah, well ! " he ex- 
claimed almost aloud, as the train emerged once 
more into the cloudless April sunshine, "if 
there's a fellow in all the world who can help 
me out of it all, it's my dear old chmnmy, 
Carlton Rivers." 



CHAPTER V 

PEARL BERESFORD 

'* Tboa whose locks outshine the sun* 
Golden tresses wreathed in one. 
As the braided streamlets run. 
Standing with reluctant feet 
Where the brook and river meet, 
Womanhood and childhood fleet." 

Longfellow. 

Sir Thorold found two telegrams awaiting him 
at the Friedrich Strasse, Berlin, both stating 
that the invalid was no better, the latter one 
telling him to prepare Pearl for the most pain- 
ful possibilities, and to return with her at once. 
Any hope, therefore, of seeing Carlton Rivers 
had to be abandoned, and indeed all the poor 
young fellow's energies, both physical and mental, 
became so entirely absorbed in preparation for 
the painful task before him, that Constance 
Conway and her strange theories became, for 
the time being, entirely obliterated from his 
mind. The Unter den Linden and the other 
fair thoroughfares, arrayed in all the beauty 
of an early spring morning, through which he 
rolled, and which otherwise would have called 
forth his ardent admiration, hardly gained one 
passing glance ; the blushing, timid schoolgirl 
whom he had not seen for two whole years. 
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occupied all his powers of thought. Poor little 
girlie ! how hard it was upon her ! and again a 
passion of rebellious thoughts whirled through 
his mind, only to be dissipated by the stopping 
of the fly at Frau Holstein*s door. The next 
few minutes, including his interview with the 
amiable, comely Frau, and his waiting (was it 
for hours or seconds ?) in the funny, long recep- 
tion room, with its stiff chairs and gleaming 
floor, always remained a dream in his memory, 
until a crisis, which he could neither explain nor 
understand, entered into and transformed his 
life. He hardly recalled the opening of the door, 
accompanied by a loud whispering voice outside 
and the sound of retiring footsteps, but the next 
moment burned itself upon his consciousness 
with a force which, for the time, deprived him 
of the power of speech or motion. 

A girl came towards him, tall and slight, with 
a reed-like figure, around which her dainty 
garments seemed to cling as ivy round a slender 
ash stem. Her face was pale, with the softest 
touch of colour on her cheeks and lips ; her red- 
gold rippling hair was tied back with a large 
bow of black ribbon, which brought into relief 
the exquisite delicacy of her throat and chin. 
And yet she could hardly be called beautiful, in 
the usual acceptation of the word ; her features 
did not harmonise sufGiciently for the require- 
ments of absolute beauty ; but it was the expres- 
sion of the face, with its shadowy eyes and 
drooping lashes, and the tender curves round the 
sensitive mouth which thrilled Thor to the very 
soul and awoke in him a tumult of feelings 
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which sent the blood bounding up to his very 
temples. Was this maiden, with her graceful 
poise and self-possessed dignity of manner, the 
little, timid, colourless schoolgirl of two years 
ago? Her clear, well-remembered voice broke 
his spell of silence. 

"Dear Thor," she said, advancing with both 
her hands outstretched, her pearly teeth gleam- 
ing through her smiling lips, '*it is lovely to see 
you again ; but you are hardly altered a bit, Thor." 

" I cannot say the same for you. Pearl,*' he 
answered, steadying his voice as best he could. 
" Let us sit down here in this window. I must 
draw up this blind in order to mark the ravages 
that time has made upon your face and form." 
But his hand actually trembled, and PearFs soft 
white fingers had to come to his aid. 

" Ah ! that*s delightful," exclaimed the girl, 
throwing herself on the large lounge among the 
simbeams, while Thor seated himself beside her. 
" Thor, dear, begin at once. Tell me every word 
there is to be told about my precious one. She 
is not really worse, is she ? I only got daddy's 
letter this morning and thought you were not 
coming till to-morrow." 

" Yes, it was posted just before I left, in time 
to catch an earlier mail or we should have 
arrived together." 

"Fm glad you didn't, because Gretchcn 
wouldn't have had time to do a certain little 
commission for me; but how about mother, 
Thor ? Tell me just how she is." 

"Well, the doctors haven't cured her yet," 
answered poor Thor. 
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" No, I suppose not — but — why do you look 
like that ? Thor, she is not worse ? *' She had 
risen and stood confronting him with white lips 
and shining eyes. 

" Not so much worse, dear, but that a sight 
of her little Pearl will make her better." 

But the girl's eyes were fixed upon him with 
a look he was never to forget ; she was trembling 
and the colour was receding painfully from her 
face, but before Thor could lift his hand to help 
her, with a violent effort she had recovered her- 
self. For one instant she stood with her face 
hidden between her hands; when she removed 
them her lips had ceased to quiver, and a new 
look had come into her eyes. 

" You need tell me no more, Thor. I know 
my sweet darling is worse, much worse." 

Thor inclined his head. 

" And you have come to fetch me because — 
because — " The tears had come into her eyes 
and voice now, but once more they were driven 
back. " When can we start, Thor ? " 

" At six o'clock the train leaves." 

" Then I must help Gretchen to pack at once. 
Thor, will you ring the bell and ask for Frau and 
tell her all about it ? Will you tell her I would 
rather not — ^not — say good-bye to anyone, not 
even to her ? She will understand, the dear, good 
Frau, she always does." 

What a journey that was ! All the hundred and 
one mascuUne attentions within the power of 
man to invent poor Thor performed ; but the 
little, white, set face leaning back among the dark 
blue cushions opposite seemed to be imconscious 



PEARL BERESFORD 53 

of his presence. And it was the same in the 
boat. How tenderly Thor wrapped up the little 
form, shivering but not with the cold, in her 
soft furs. How tactfully the fine strong young 
fellow strove to attract her notice to passing 
sights, the sea-gulls following the vessel far out 
to sea, and to the soft outline of the vanishing 
or approaching ports, but beyond a dreamy 
glance in the direction in which he pointed, 
there was no response. 

" You don't mind, Thor, dear," she whispered 
once; "you are very kind, but — but — don*t 
make me talk ; you understand, don't you, dear ? " 

And the young man strode to the other side 
of the ship and stood looking out with filmy gaze 
and a lump in his throat. " If only it were not 
Pearl who was suffering ! " 

But home was reached at last ; the door was flung 
open before the fly stopped and Dr Beresford 
himself stood there, the spring breeze sporting 
with his grey hairs ; he lifted his little daughter 
into his strong, loving arms, and kissed her. 

" She is no worse, my precious," was the 
tender whisper as he folded her close to his heart. 

" Oh, daddy, daddy ! " Just one pitiful cry and 
a white, unconscious little Pearl was carried into 
the house. 

An hour later Thor waylaid the doctor as he 
was stepping across the hall to his carriage. 

'*What is your opinion of her this morning, 
doctor ? " 

"Ah, Sir Thorold, good-morning. You are 
just the man I've been wanting to see. Come 
this way, anywhere where we can have a talk." 
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They entered the empty study and simul- 
taneously drew up their chairs before the fire. 

'' Tou see a husband is a husband, and it is 
not alwa)^ easy to speak quite plainly with that 
fact in mind." 

" No, I suppose not ; and I take it you would 
like to speak quite plainly with me, but before 
doing so, how is Pearl ? " 

" Oh, perfectly all right now. What a plucky 
little woman she is ; she has pulled herself 
together in a most marvellous degree and is now 
in her mother's room. The dear lady is in a sadly 
prostrate condition this morning. But sharp as 
this attack has been I do not regret it, for it 
has only added certainty to what was before 
conjecture. I have no longer any doubt what- 
ever as to the cause of the pain which Mrs 
Beresford has been suffering from for so long ; 
but I am quite sure of one thing and that is 

that an operation is necessary. Sir whom 

Dr Beresford is willing should be called in at 
my suggestion, will, I know, insist upon this." 

"And will the operation be of a dangerous 
nature ? " 

** I am afraid more or less so, but without it 
there is not the faintest hope. I have explained 
my diagnosis of the case to Dr Beresford, but I 
have not told him how necessary an operation 
is, nor that there will be any danger attending 
it, for I think you wiU be able to do this better 
than I can. Will you undertake to do so ? " 

" Certainly, since you ask me." 

"Thank you a thousand times. Sir Thorold, 
but whatever else you say or do not say, urge 
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upon him the absolute necessity for an immediate 
operation. Now I must be off. Oh, by the 
by, who was that Uttle fool of a Christian 
Scientist I found drivelling by the sick-bed 
yesterday ? " 

" Miss Conway ?•* 

" Ah ! was that her name ? .Well, I Ufted her out 
of the room vi et armis. I am afraid I was a 
bit rough with her ; I suppose, after all, they 
mean well, poor things. Is she a friend of 
either of the girls ? " 

" Yes, she is Clare's great friend." 

" Then get Clare, by all means, to go and see 
her and say something civil to her. I hate being 
a brute to any girl, albeit a Christian Scientist, 
although humbug isn't in it." 

** You think it all humbug from beginning to 
end?" 

" Take an old stager's word for it, Sir Thorold, 
there isn't a greater blasphemy against the God 
of heaven or a greater fraud towards His 
creatures on the face of the whole earth to-day 
than that of Christian Science ; and if you don't 
believe me go and pay a visit to that 
cantankerous old hag at Concord, its reputed 
founder." 

" Cantankerous or not, Mrs Eddy must be a 
very remarkable woman, Dr Ellison." 

" Oh. I grant you that ; so was Jezebel, and so 
was Lady Macbeth, and Joanna Southwell, and a 
host of other harpies I have not the time or 
patience to remember ; but in my humble opinion. 
Christian Science, as they call it, is the grossest 
humbug that has ever been hoisted upon tivdx^\A« 
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Why, look at the old woman herself. Poor old 
Tommy Sinclair, my chum at Corpus, was a bit 
bitten, and he went out all the way to U.S. to 
interview her in her own compound, as it were." 

" And what did he find " 

** A veritable * She *. Sinclair assured me that 
if she looked a day, she looked a himdred ; but 
if her appearance is a fraud," continued the 
doctor, buttoning his glove, for the moment 
forgetful of his haste to be gone ; " what of the 
character of the woman who does not hesitate 
to claim creative power ? " 

"Creative power! assuredly not." 

" My dear sir, I have seen with my own eyes 
the copy of an autograph letter from this shrine 
of knowledge herself, in which she makes the 
unblushing statement that she brought out a 
blossom on an apple-tree in January when the 
ground was covered with snow. K you possess 
the time, and still more the patience, to wade 
through all the sickening twaddle of the text 
books of these fools, ' Science and Health as a 
Key to the Scriptures', you will see that their 
founders — although, by the way, she is nothing 
of the kind ; it is a well-known fact that she 
robbed the whole of her precious theory from a 
quack by the name of Quimby," 

" I beg your pardon, doctor, but have you 
reliable authority for such a statement ? " 

" Most certainly, or I should not have 
ventured upon making it. Come and dine with 
me to-night, and I will show you any amount 
of authorities for every word I'm saying." 

"Thank you, but I really cannot. I leave 
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England in less than twenty-four hours now, and my 
time, as you may imagine, is more than occupied.*' 

"Well, then, get her book, * Science and 
Health *, and read it at your leisure, and you 
will find that she calmly and absolutely places 
herself side by side, on a permanent level, with 
the Lord Himself. Renaember that every word 
I am saying of the woman is true, and much 
more that I could say, which my friend Sinclair 
learned during his visit to America on unimpeach- 
able evidence, as, for instance, she is a perfect 
fury ; she was heard to say that she would like 
to take out the heart of some woman who had 
offended her and tread it under her feet ; and 
on one occasion Sinclair was told by people who 
knew it for a fact, that when she was not 
hospitably received, in her rage she mutilated 
the furniture of her room." 

** But what object can she possibly have for 
spreading her teaching ? " 

" Money, my dear sir, money. I am informed 
that from a comparatively obscure position in 
life she has become one of the richest and 
certainly the most influential woman in the 
whole of the U.S. of America. Sir Thorold," 
continued the doctor, laying his hand impulsively 
on the yoimg man's shoulder, "can you for one 
moment believe that He, the Supreme Wisdom of 
the Ages, who is of purer eyes than to behold 
iniquity, would have revealed His secrets to such 
a creature as this ? No — no — ^the words of the 
old Book always come to me in connection with 
this, the most gigantic fraud of our day, and its 
adherents : * They shall beUeve a lie ! ' Put that 
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in your pipe and smoke it. Well, ta-ta, don't 
forget the little Christian Science girl, though, she 
doesn't look a bad sort. Get Clare to go and see 
her and make it all right for me ; and get your 
interview over with Beresf ord before I come again 
to-night. Thanks — well, ta-ta." 

As Thor re-entered the hall from seeing the 
doctor drive off, he came face to face with Clare, 
red-eyed and woebegone, and already dressed for 
a walk. 

" Whither bound ? " he asked. 

" I don't know: I feel I must get some air ; 
there's no one to come with me, so I can only go 
into the square." 

" Will you put up with my escort and venture 
a little farther ? " 

" Gladly, if — ^if it won't bother you," was the 
amiable answer. 

" Bother me ! Don't talk nonsense, child." 

"Thor," she exclaimed, with a rush of tears 
to her bright eyes, " no one seems to want me." 

"Well, I do, awfully, there's one, and what 
about all the others ? " Thor asked, searching 
for his gloves and cane among the array of hats 
and great-coats. " Ah, here they are ! Now then ? 
but I won't have an answer till we get into the 
sunshine. Let's see, I must be back in good time 
to have a talk with uncle before lunch time. 
Clare, are you up to a visit to Miss Conway ? " 

" Miss Conway ! Whatever for ? " 

"Well, Dr Ellison is a little remorseful. It 
seems he turned her bodily from the room 
yesterday and he begged of me to get you to 
make it all right." 
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"Poor Constance, I felt very sorry for her; 
but I really hardly knew what he was saying. 
It was so terrible to see our precious darling 
suffering such agony. Dear Dr Ellison ! Thor, I 
simply love him for taking away mother's jpain 
yesterday, although I think he is horrid in other 
ways. But where are we going ? " 

"Well, I thought perhaps you would not 
mind giving Dr Ellison's message to Miss Conway 
while I loiter outside; but in what way is Dr 
Ellison horrid ? " 

" Why, I begged and begged of him to let me 
stay in mother's room yesterday, but he wouldn't ; 
and yet to-day he told Pearl she might stay as 
long as she liked, if she sat where mother could 
not see her." 

"My dear Clare, think how long Pearl has 
been away, while you have been with aimtie all 
the time. Come, little comrade, that is not like 
your usual sensible way of looking at things: 
was that the trouble, Clare ? " 

But Clare hung her head and walked on several 
yards in silence. It was a very bewitching little 
face, suffused with the soft colour of penitence, 
that looked up into her companion's at last. 

" Yes, it was, and I have been a silly, 
jealous goose, jealous of my sweet little Pearl. 
Oh, what a wretch I am ; she is ever so much 
sweeter than I am." 

If Thor thought so too, he did not say it, 
" But I shall never, never be so again. Nothing, 
I vow, will ever make me jealous of my darling 
Pearl again." 

" Nothing ! Remember, Clare, you have called 
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this resolution a vow of which I am an in- 
voluntary witness." 

Clare had stopped to look at some beautiful 
horses which w^re being led out to exercise, and 
therefore she did not see that sudden hot flush 
on her companion's face ; but the impressiveness 
of his tone did not escape her. 

"You need not be quite so solemn about it," 
observed this wayward yoimg damsel, "for 
Pearl and I have always promised each other 
never, never to be jealous, as some sisters are, 
horrid, wicked things. Do you really want me 
to speak to Constance, Thor ? " she continued, as 
they turned into a quiet street, where secdnd- 
class boarding-houses had occupied, from time 
immemorial, a vis-d-vts position nearly the whole 
length. 

" I think it would only be kind to do so." 

" Well, there's the house. Thor, you will come 
in too ? " Clare asked as she pressed the bell. 

"Don't you think she would rather I did 
not ? " 

" My dear, was there ever such a perfect 
inijocent ? Why, I believe Constance woidd almost 
leave Christian Science itself at your bidding." 

** What nonsense you are talking, Clare ; it is 
imworthy of you, wholly unworthy of you — " 
but whatever further indignant strictures Thor 
might have indulged in were cut short by the 
sudden flinging open of the door. As no one 
appeared to accoimt for this circumstance, it 
would naturally have been regarded as accruing 
from automatic contrivance had there not at that 
instant appeared a red head, followed by a still 
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redder face peering round the comer, slowly 
followed in its turn by the whole body of a boy, 
who emerged from behind it, fresh from his final 
struggle to get inside a jacket which, having 
belonged to the last boy, some sizes smaller than 
himself, constituted an achievement only to be . 
effected with some difficulty, not to say dexterity. 

" Is Miss Conway at home ? " asked Clare. 

*' Will you kindly tell me which she be ? " 

" I can hardly tell you ; she is Miss Conway, 
and she lives here." 

" Is she the short *un, miss, as wears them 
little, squiddling things in her hair till it comes 
out frizzy like ? " 

"No, I don't think so," answered Clare, not 
cysiring to glance in Thor's direction. 

'* Then I 'spects she's the lady as give me a 
shilling cos I spilt the soup over the old gentle- 
man's legs, and they all flew at me." 

*' Yes, I think that is possibly the young lady 
we want to see," said Thor, for Clare was 
speechless. 

" Then you can't see her, sir, cos she ain't here 
tor no one to see." 

" Not here ? " 

** No, she ain't. She went away in a cab this 
morning." 

"Will you ask your mistress if we can speak 
to her for a few moments. Tell her we are 
friends of Miss Conway's." 

" I'll tell her, sir, but I don't 'spects she'll see 
you nohow, cos she's a-'elping our Mary Jane 
to cook the dinner for the new folks as is just 
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But at that instant there was a quick, heavy 
step along the passage, and a large, red-faced 
woman stood before them. 

" If you are friends of Miss Conway's, you had 
better go and tell her as all I ever want to see 
of her again is the money she owes me for the 
last month for board and lodgings, and the third 
best bedroom in all the house. I want no more 
truck with the likes of her. There, you run off," 
she exclaimed, administering a sharp box on the 
ears to the boy, who stood, with open eyes and 
mouth, absorbed in the interest of the moment! 
*• You be off to your work ; I ain't going to keep 
and find you in food and drink for your beauty, 
I can tell you." 

" But how has Miss Conway annoyed you ? " 
asked Thor, quietly, as the boy clattered away. 

" Well, I see you and the yoimg lady belongs 
to the quality, sir, and I don't want to be dis- 
respectful to gentlefolks ; but Mr Snoodles, who 
has Uved with me for the last ten years, and has 
paid me regular and handsome and is the quietest 
and best behaved gentleman as ever boarded with 
a lone widow, he called me into his sitting-room 
(for which he pays ten shillings a week extra) 
this morning, and he says : ' Mrs Hardman, it's 
come to this, that either I or Miss Conway must 
leave this house. It's impossible,' says he, ' for 
us both to continue living imder the same roof.' 
* Well, sir,' says I, * it shan't be you, sir, that I can 
promise you ; ' and I goes off to Miss Conway and 
tells her it would be convenient if she'd find 
anotiier home. * All right, Mrs Hardman,' says 
she, as proud and cool as you please, ' I \rill 
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leave this morning. If you will kindly order me a 
fly to be here in an hour, I shall be ready in 
that time, and I will send you the amount I 
owe in a few days, when my pension becomes 
due ; ' so I ordered the fly and ofi she goes as 
she said." 

" Where has she gone to ? " 

" That I don't know, sir, no more than Adam, 
But if you'll excuse me, sir, I'll bid you good- 
day, asking pardon for keeping you and the 
lady standing at the door, but I have sculiarly 
duties to attend to ; good-day, sir ; good-day, 
miss." 

The door banged to, and it was evident that 
the late landlady could not or would not give 
any further information. 

" Poor Constance ! " exclaimed Clare, as they 
turned somewhat disconsolately away. "What 
does it all mean ? " 

" She's gone," muttered Thor, through clenched 
teeth. "I would like to horsewhip the wretch. 
Making love to the poor child and then turning 
upon her because she would have nothing to say 
to him — the beast ! " 

" Oh, how very, very sad. Poor lonely, little 
Constance! I'll never say another unkind word 
to her as long as I live." 

** It seems to me you are not likely to have 
the chance," answered her companion somewhat 
grimly ; " I don't think she's likely to come to 
the house again, after Dr Ellison's behavioiu* to 
her ; and how will you be able to find out her 
whereabouts ? " 

" Oh, Thor, I must, I really must ! I shall be 
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wretched till I do. Poor little Constance ! It 
seems all the more sad — ** 

"WeU?" 

" Because — ^you — see — she has nothing to help 
her — to bear it all — but Christian Science." 



CHAPTER VI 

LITTLE MISS PRIMROSE 

** In the throng of the town, like a stranger is he. 
Like one whose own country's far over the sea ; 
Up the Haymarket hill he oft whistles his way* 
Thrusts his hands in the waggon, and smells at the hay." 

Wordsworth. 

Certain houses, like certain people seem to 
possess a double existence. And 17 Erskine 
Street, S.W., presented an instance of this. 
While the door, with its shining brass knocker 
and plate, bearing the inscription, " Miss Deborah 
Primrose", and the windows, with their spotless 
knitted curtains, opened upon a dingy, dreary, 
and ofttimes dirty London street replete with 
London soimds, London sights, London sparrows 
and London sellers ; behind the gauze blind 
of the front parlour, where little Miss 
Deborah Primrose sat engrossed in the intri- 
cacies of turning the heel of a blue worsted 
stocking, all was country — beautiful, free, real 
country. 

There was a spinning-wheel against the wall, 
and there were pink and white daisies, and some 
yellow pansies, and two blue hyacinths on the 
window ledge, and there was a pot of musk and 
another of mignonette on the little roimd table 

E 
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just below; and there were bunches of dried 
rosemary and lavender in the china vases on the 
mantel-piece, and above these was the portrait 
of a jovial-looking gentleman, with very red 
cheeks in a blue coat with brass buttons, and 
just opposite was the portrait of an equally 
jovial-looking, red-cheeked lady, in a wonderfully 
laced-up bodice, with a red rose in her hair, 
and another exactly like it in her hand. And on 
the wall, at right angles with these there was the 
picture of a very fat, square cow, with very 
short legs, and another of a still more corpulent 
pig, with apparently no legs at all ; and between 
them there hung a wonderfully worked sampler ; 
and there was a grandfather's clock on one side 
of the fireplace and a grandfather's arm-chair on 
the other, and there was a very ancient gim 
and an octogenarian of a rattle for scaring away 
audacious pigeons and blackbirds from the 
cherry trees, presenting a combined vis-d-vis to 
the spinning-wheel ; and there was a stuffed 
owl in a glass case above three book-shelves 
formed of defunct reels of cotton, whereon calmly 
reposed, with an otiunt cum dignitate air, a 
family Bible, a prayer-book (containing prayers 
for King William), and two large volumes, pro- 
viding every direction in the art of raising turnips 
and mangold wortzels, also Harvey's " Medita- 
tions among the Tombs ", Bunyan's " Pilgrim's 
Progress ", and a treatise on clover hay, and there 
were — ^but somehow at this point you looked 
no further, for you were already miles away, 
with a cluster of honeysuckle in your button- 
hole, leaning against the garden-gate, talking to 
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the dear old dame with a red bandana round 
her white locks, under the shadow of the rose- 
covered porch ; and the children were coming 
home laden with cowslips, and the team of 
unharnessed cart-horses were being led across 
the daisied meadows to the willow-shaded 
stream; and the blacksmith was lounging at 
his forge, and the thrush was singing his heart 
out in the elm hard by, and pretty Phyllis was 
returning from milking the quiet cows standing 
ankle-deep in the dewy clover. Of course, I can- 
not quite undertake to say you would have been 
there, but I know that Miss Deborah Primrose 
was, and while her knitting-needles clicked away, 
without dreaming of such a thing as dropping a 
stitch, she was listening to, and lingering among, 
the very soimds and sights I have described ; and 
indeed so absorbed was she with these surround- 
ings that she did not hear the sudden stopping 
of a cab at her door, and started when a double 
knock brou^t her back again to the other life, 
which, for the time being, had passed from her 
existence. She finished her row and then quietly 
laid aside her work and went to the street door. 

If it had not been for the opposite houses, she 
would have seen a glorious April simset flood- 
ing her side of the street ; but, as it was, the 
shadow of the houses lay there instead, and this 
was so deep that nothing could be seen of the 
girl who stood on the doorstep beyond the 
quiet pose of her figure, which betokened the un- 
mistakable bearing of a gentlewoman. 

" I see you let apartments." The tones were 
quiet and clear. ** Have you any vacant now ? ** 
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"Will you please to walk in, miss," was the 
answer. 

It was lighter and altogether brighter in the 
little front parlour, and Miss Primrose did 
not gaze more intently at her visitor than did 
she at her surroundings. 

" Oh, what a sweet, sweet room ! " she 
exclaimed with a touch of real feeling. "Is 
this the one you let ? " 

" Not generally. I let the two rooms upstairs. 
I am afraid I like this one too well to give it 
up, miss ; but I will show you the others with 
pleasure.'* 

" Could you take me in to-night ? " was the 
timidly put question, as Miss Primrose and her 
visitor returned to the front parlour. 

" To-night ? " 

" Yes. I know it seems all very strange," said 
the girl, hurriedly, with a suspicion of tears in 
her voice; "but something very unpleasant 
happened at the boarding-house where I have been 
lodging, and I felt constrained to come away at 
once this morning.*' 

" And have you — ^you will pardoif my asking 
the question, miss — ^but have you no friends 
to go to for the time, as it were ? *' 

"If you mean relations — ^none whatever. I 
am an orphan, and an only child. My name 
is Constance Conway. I — ^I can give you many 
references; but, of course, it is too late 
to-night." 

" Yes, it is too late to-night." 

" Do you mean too late to take me in ? Oh, 
don't say so ! I will write for a reference 
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to-night SO that you will get an answer to- 
morrow, but — '* Then the unexpected happened. 

" Are your traps in the cab, miss ? " said 
little Miss Deborah ; " please tell the man to 
take them upstairs and send him away. My 
dear, I think I have been expecting you all 
day. No, don't ask me now. I am going to 
put a fire in your bedroom while you settle 
with the cabman, and when you have done that, 
you had better sit by the fire here till I come 
to call you upstairs.'* 

"I always keep the bed aired," said little 
Miss Deborah, as she bustled into the room a few 
minutes later ; " there's a beautiful fire, and the 
room's all ready for you. And now, my dear, 
you take my advice : just go off and get 
straight into bed, for you look fairly worn 
out, and I will bring you some supper when 
you are there. I have some eggs and cream, 
fresh from Cousin Jane's farm at Brookmere ; 
and a good feather-bed won't come amiss to 
you to-night, I know, whatever these new- 
fangled doctors may say." 

*' You are very, very good," answered 
Constance, with an hysterical catch in her 
throat she could not overcome ; " but will you 
first tell me why you have been expecting me 
aUday?" 

" Well, I think the Master told me you were- 
coming, for the text for to-day in my Daily Text 
Book was : * Be not forgetful to entertain 
strangers', and all day long I have had a queer 
kind of feeling as if some stranger were coming ; 
and when you stood there before mft» xaSs^^ ^siftu 
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told me that you were an orphan and alone, I 
felt somehow in my heart that you were the 
stranger that He had sent me." 

Constance went straight to bed, as she had 
been advised. Such a soft, comfortable bed ; she 
could not understand why it did not rest her 
more, nor why the daintily-prepared, appetising 
meal her kind hostess brought her was so 
hard to swallow. How her head ached and how 
hot the pillow was. Long after Miss Deborah 
had retired to rest, and the streets grew quiet, 
and even the rush of distant trams ceased, 
Constance lay tossing about in, what she dimly 
became conscious of was, high fever. She made 
a desperate effort to pull herself together and to 
think of Immortal Mind ; but Mortal Mind would 
not be quieted and began to assume different 
personages ; sometimes it wore the vulgar leer of 
Mr Snoodles, then again it was Clare, only to 
melt away into Thorold Tempest. But it was 
always there, always triumphant, grinning, 
laughing, mocking, scowling, sneering ; it shook 
her ; it tossed her about ; it hurled her up to 
the ceiling ; it clutched her with burning 
hands; it hammered red-hot nails into her 
temples, until delirium reached its awful height, 
and then there came a still more awful blank 
— an awful blank with indistinct mutterings and 
indefinite surgings pulsing and throbbing 
through its fathomless depths. 

At last she awoke. Who was it looking down 
upon her with grave, quiet eyes ? Was it 
Dr Ellison? And who was that sweet-faced 
little person in the blue dress and white apron, 
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coming up so softly and standing by his 
side ? 

Constance tried to speak, but in the very 
effort to do so consciousness faded away again ; 
this time, however, not into that lonely blank, 
but into sweet, natural slumber. 

Again she awoke. How different she felt ; that 
dreadful weight on head and heart, hands and 
feet all goneJ The sweet-faced little woman was 
still there, flitting about the room just as noise- 
lessly as before ; and the next instant she was 
by her side with such a smile on her face, and 
placing something on her lips, cool and pleasant 
and easy to swallow. 

Why, of course it was Miss Deborah Primrose. 
Constance tried to smile back, but the tears 
came into her eyes instead, and the next instant 
she was standing with a crowd of her fellow- 
Scientists before a golden gate waiting for it to 
open, because Immortal Mind dwelt there and 
was coming forth, and presently the shining 
portals flung back, and One stepped out, clothed 
in a long and lustrous robe. The crown upon 
His head looked as if it had once been of 
thorns and there were scars in His hands and 
feet ; and the crowd made way for Him and 
He passed through them all until He came to 
where a woman, in a blue frock and white apron, 
was kneeling with clasped hands and shining 
face, and He bent over her and laid His hand 
upon her head and said to her: "I was 
a stranger and ye took Me in". Then 
Immortal Mind and everyone faded away, 
except the little woman in the blue dress and 
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white apron, with the shining face, and she 
came up to her and kissed her and said : '' Did 
not I tell you the Master had sent you to me ? '* 

Again she awoke to find herself lying just 
where she was before, but little Miss Deborah 
was no longer there. A girl was sitting by her 
bed, tall and slight, with red-gold hair tied 
behind her head in a large black bow. She was 
looking at Constance with a soft, sweet, look in 
her beautiful eyes. 

" Don't try to talk," she said, bending over 
her and kissing her forehead ; " I will tell you 
everything. You have been very ill and Miss 
Primrose has been nursing you. I have come 
to sit with you while she is resting. I am Pearl 
Beresford, Clare's sister." 

" You — are — ^very — ^kind." 

What a pitiful little thin thread of a voice 
it was. 

Pearl fiutivdy tried to dash away a tear from 
her long lashes. 

" You mustn't say that ; indeed you must not 
say anything. Miss Deborah said I was to give 
you this directly you woke." 

Constance obediently took the jelly. She 
looked all eyes, and those eyes were devouring 
the sweet face above her as she swallowed it. 

"But — ^but I can't understand." panted the 
poor weak breath. " Why — ^have I been ill ? " 

"I don't quite know, dear, why it has 
happened. But I do know, oh ! I do know — " 

" What ? " 

Again Pearl pressed her soft lips on the poor 
forehead shorn of its locks. 
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'' I know that it has all been sent in love, 
because the Lord Jesus has heard our prayers, 
and He has healed you and now He is maJcing 
you better every day." 

A glad look flashed into the sick girl's eyes. 

"Then — then — I have not had a doctor. I 
thought — that is, I fancied—" 

" Of course, dear, you have had a doctor, 
the best and dearest and cleverest in all 
London — dear Dr Ellison." 

"But you said that Jes — that is the Lord 
had healed me." 

. " And so He has, and just in the way we asked 
Him to, by blessing Dr Ellison and all the 
remedies and medicines he used, and dear 
Miss Deborah's kind and clever nursing. That 
is how the Lord Jesus heard our prayers, dear." 

Constance lay with her eyes fixed upon Pearl's 
face, with an almost startled look. " I don't 
understand it," she whispered. 

" Ah ! but you will when you are quite well, 
dear, and we are able to tell you everything. 
And oh ! Clare and I have been so longing for 
you to know about our own precious, precious 
mother." 

" Mrs Beresford ! " 

" Yes. She is quite well. Dr Ellison himself 
says it has been almost like a miracle of healing. 
She — she had to undergo an operation" — the 
sweet young lips were quivering now — " such a 
dangerous one, but — but — He heard our prayers, 
and He gave back our sweet, sweet, precious 
mother to us. Healed! — Only think, dear, all 
the terrible headaches gone, absolutely gone for 



74 



SPARKS 



girls* eyes now ; 
had stolen into 



evermore. Dr Ellison says he does not believe 
they will ever return — ^and — we know it was all 
in answer to our prayers." 

The tears were in both 
a strangely softened look 
Constance's. 

"Does— does Sir Thorold Tempest know?** 
she whispered at length. 

Was it an invaUd's fancy, or did the eyes 
suddenly droop and the colour deepen on the 
face beside her ? 

" We do not think he does,'* she answered ; 
" of course father wrote at once and told him 
and so did Clare ; but he is travelling with his 
pupil in some far-away place and most probably 
will not get his letters for ever so long. But I 
am afraid we have talked too much. You look 
quite flushed, you poor little thing. Would you 
like me to read you a few sweet verses ? " 

And Constance Conway again sank to sleep 
to the music of these sublime words — 

" Bless the Lord, oh my soul Who healeth 

all thy diseases. Who redeemeth thy life from 
destruction. ... 

" Like as a father pitieth his children so the 
Lord pitieth them that fear Him ; for He 
knoweth our frame. He remembereth that we 
are but dust. . . . 

" But the mercy of the Lord is from ever- 
lasting to everlasting upon them that fear Him 
and His righteousness imto children's children. 

" Bless the Lord, oh my soul.** 



CHAPTER VII 

THE MASTER OF HOUGHTON TOWERS 

<* It makes no part of my delight to search 
Into these things, mach less to undergo 
Another's scrutiny, but so it chances 
Thus led to trust my state to you." — Paractlius, 
Robert Browning. 

A HANDSOME Gothic monsion standing in the 
midst of extensive grounds, bald hillsides 
towering one over the other, melting into the 
cloudless ether above them ; the silver thread of 
the river Tyne meandering onwards, now through 
richly - wooded scenery, now through heather- 
covered moorlands, stretching far away into the 
golden September simset. 

On the terrace overlooking a sloping lawn, 
planted with clumps of magnificent cedar trees, 
two men were reclining upon deck chairs among 
cushions de luxe, the one smoking, the other 
reading. 

" Who's your author, Carlton ? " asked the 
younger of the two, poising his fragrant cigar 
between his fingers. 

The other laughed and closed his book. '' I 
am afraid you will deem me the King of Egoists 
when I tell you that I have been engaged for the 
last ten minutes in reading — myself." 
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*' By Jove ! hand the book over here, old man. 
Only imagine you being an author on the top of 

everything else I But what the d I mean 

what in the world is it all about ? My mind 
feels a perfect vacuum as I look at this title, 
*Accor(ing to the Pattern*. Surely you have 
not been issuing a kind of vade-mecum for the 
edification of tailors and dressmakers ! " 

" Not exactly ; I have only ventured to con- 
tribute one more humble suggestion, rather than 
expository work, on the types of the Old Testa- 
ment. You remember I have tried to draw your 
attention to the subject more than once. Maxwell, 
and — and at one time I thought you seemed 
interested.*' 

" Very possibly, but to tell you the truth, old 
man, take away my poor old mother's favourite 
chapter, beginning, *Let not your hearts be 
troubled — I believe it's somewhere in the Gospel 
of St John — ^take away that, I say, and the Bible 
and I may part company for ever, for all the 
interest it has for me. Yes, I know this is an 
awful blow for you, Carlton ; you have been 
awfully good to me, dear old man, and I've tried 
to like the things you like, and to climb to the 
high standpoint and to look at things from 
where you look at them; but I can't do it. 
This tremendous, glorious, cursed fortune absorbs 
me, body, soul and mind, and I absolutely and 
deliberately surrender myself to its awful power." 

Maxwell had risen and was pacing the terrace 
with quick, restless steps. 

Carlton Rivers sat in silence, shading his face 
with his hand. 
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*' • What shall it profit a man,* ** he said at 
length, raising his head and looking fixedly at 
his companion, '"if he gain the whole world and 
lose his soul ? * *' 

For all his hardihood Joe writhed. 

" I know that. I don't know whether I have 
read the words myself or whether I have only 
heard them, but they come to me, at night, 
and sometimes when I am alone, they come to 
me ; but I resist their quiet onslaught as — as I 
do now. Look here," he said, suddenly stepping 
up to his friend and laying both hands somewhat 
heavily on his shoulders, " the ladder that reaches 
to heaven, I take it, was never made of gold. 
Well, Robson, what now ? " he exclaimed im- 
patiently, as a servant stepped out upon the 
terrace from one of the windows. 

** The man, Mr Stillman, sir, has arrived ; you 
said I was to tell you when he came." 

"All right, take him into the servants' hall 
and see he has something to eat." 

"I didn't tell you," he remarked as the man 
retired, in a wholly different tone, and with a 
manner which plainly indicated his intention of 
turning from the thread of their former conver- 
sation ; " I didn't tell you that when I was last 
in town I ran against the very man I have been 
seeking for ? " 

" As valet ? " 

** As a sort of confidential kind of chap, don't 
you know, one who will never read your letters 
and then go and blab them aU over the country." 

" And how do you know that this one will not 
do so ? " 
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"On very sure grounds. He was a kind of 
confidential factotum to old Sir Thorold Tempest 
for more than twenty years. The young feUow 
is abroad, but the man referred me to his old 
master's lawyer and personal friend, Probett, who 
spoke so very highly of the fellow that I felt 
myself only too lucky to get hold of such a 
treasure, and I engaged him, forthwith, at just 
double the wages Sir Thorold Tempest gave. If 
you want to make assurance doubly sure, buy it 
— ^if you can ! But I will ring for the man and 
interview him now. I should like you to see him." 

" There is no necessity for that, for I know 
him well. I often visited Sir Thorold Tempest 
and naturally, therefore, saw a great deal of his 
man, StiUman; but if you would care for my 
advice in this matter, Maxwell, let me remind 
you that there are some qualifications which 
your gold cannot buy." 

"Which are?" 

" Disinterestedness and fideUty." 

" Yes ? Well, the fellow, I should imagine, 
possesses quite sufl&cient of both for my purposes. 
I do not appreciate heroics and a-faU-down-at- 
your-feet-and-die-for-you kind of servant, don't 
yer know; I simply require a man who knows 
how to hold his tongue — and — ^his place, and 
such I venture to believe I have secured in 
Stillman ; but, by the bye, I remember you once 
told jne that the present baronet is a great chum 
of yours; is it true that he is tutoring for a 
Uving?" 

" Since you put it so, I believe he is." 

" I don't envy him." 



THE MASTER OF HOUGHTON TOWERS Jg 

" No, possibly not, it is the pupil who is to be 
envied.** 

"Well, all I know is that I wish he weren't 
your friend.** 

" Which, the pupil or the tutor ? " 

" Oh ! hang it all, the tutor of course. What do 
I care about the blooming pupil ! " 

" Why do you wish Sir Thorold Tempest was 
not my friend ? ** 

** Because I hate him." 

" You hate one of the noblest, grandest fellows 
that ever paced God's earth ? Impossible, Maxwell ! 
I will not, cannot believe it.** 

" It is true, nevertheless,** replied the other, 
lighting a fresh cigar, " and if you care to have 
my reasons, you have them in two words — Pearl 
Beresford.'* 

The other started and rose to his feet. 

" What folly is this ? *' he exclaimed haughtily, 
while the colour moimted to his temples. " What 
right have you to bring the name of this young 
lady into the conversation ? ** 

'* Only this, that I intend to marry her ! ** 

" To marry her— you ? '* 

Maxwell threw himself back among the cushions 
and pufied away for some time in silence. 

" Yes, II*' he answered at length, bringing 
his clenched fist heavily down upon the table 
beside him, making the decanter and glasses 
ring. " What have you to say against it ? " 

"Nothing,** was the steady answer, "for it 
will never come to pass.** 

" Indeed ! And who is going to prevent it ? ** 

"God! Your mother's God, MaxweU.** 
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The other threw his head back with a half- 
derisive laugh, but it died upon his lips. 

" Joe," Rivers said, again seating himself near 
enough to lay his hand gently on the other's 
knee ; " listen to me ; forget for one instant the 
vast wealth that separates us, and remember, only, 
we are friend to friend, man to man. I love you, 
Joe, so much that I have — ** 

" Commandeered every power you possess to 
make of me that which you are pra3dng I may 
become.'* 

" I have— before God, I say it." 

" And you have — ^" 

"Failed, Joe, utterly failed." 

" I know it," groaned Maicwell ; " I know it 
far better than even you do. Do you imagine 
for one moment that I do not realise how miser- 
able, how sordid, how shrivelled I have become 
at heart ? I tell you, man, my wealth is dragging 
me down, down to the very Hell itself, and there 
are moments, at times — only at times remember 
— when I feel the greatest joy life could hold for 
me would be to lose every penny I possess, if 
only I might get back to the old days and the 
old self, when my conscience was not altogether 
dead towards God, and my love to my friend. 
But I tell you all has gone, Carlton— All — ^All, 
never to return ; yet I know if there be one spot 
left unpolluted in the whole of my being, it is 
my memory of Pearl Beresford." 

" But when did you see her, dear boy ? " 

"The first time in St George's Church in 
Berlin, the Sunday before I found you out. 
Carl, I tell you, just to look at her seemed to 
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lift me up to the very gates of heaven ; and to 
hear her sing ! ! to see her sing ! I r^stered a 
vow there and then that if ever I married that 
girl should be my wife." 

"And is that the only time you have seen 
her?" 

** The next time I saw her was at the Berlin 
Railway Station ; she looked sad, but more lovely 
than ever. Thorold Tempest was with her and 
a little German maid." 

" But how did you learn her name ? " 

" Have you ever come across a door yet that 
a golden key will not open ? The last and only 
time I saw her was in London. I met her face 
to face, riding in Rotten Row with another girl, 
evidently her sister ; but your friend was again by 
her side, and, Carlton, she loves him. She loves 
him ! and that is why I tell you I hate Thorold 
Tempest." 

The light was fading from the terrace and the 
faces of the two were hidden from each other. 
There was a long, unbroken silence. Maxwell 
rose to his feet and held out his hand. 

"And now, old man," he said, with just the 
faintest suspicion of a tremble in his voice, " bid 
yom* last good-bye to your old friend, Joe Crimp. 
To-night when we meet at dinner and for ever 
afterwards, you will find the hard, narrow, 
money-stained and money-loving man you saw 
me to be a few minutes ago. I imagined, at one 
time, my love, and reverence for you would have 
been strong enough to hold me back from the 
whirlpool to which I felt I was hastening down- 
wards; but it has lost its power, Carlton, and 
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yet, through all that the future may show me 
to be, however cruel and heartless the steps I 
may take to win her — ^for I am going to vrin her 
— ^may appear to your eyes, remember that if any 
vestige of hope of ultimate salvation remains for 
me, either here or hereafter, it exists only and 
absolutely within the fact of my love for the 
purest and sweetest woman that either you or I 
will ever see. And now, ta-ta, old man, till 
dinner-time. I go to my dressing-room to inter- 
view StiUman for better or for worse. Which, 
think you, will it be ? '* 



CHAPTER VIII 

ALL AMONG THE HEATHER 

" Let my hand. 
This hand lie in yours, my own true friend.'* — Parac$lsus, 

The last sweet notes of the beautiful organ were 
lingering softly through the incense - laden 
aisles of St Ethdberga's, but even after they 
had quivered away into silence, a young man 
still knelt near the Holy Table — one blaze of 
flowers and lights, the latter of which a scarlet- 
clad acolyte was already beginning to extinguish 
— ^but the youth still knelt on in apparent 
oblivion of his surroundings until a hand was 
quietly laid upon his shoulder. He lifted a pale, 
earnest face from his hands, and then slowly rose 
and followed the man who had touched him, 
making a profound obeisance towards the 
chancel as he passed. 

" I am sorry to have disturbed you, Clifford, 
but it will take us all our time to catch our 
train which starts punctually at twelve ! " 

" Oh ! it is all right. How exquisite the 
music was ! " They were descending the church 
steps into the rush and traffic of London life. 

"Yes, I suppose it was. If only they didn't 
requisition the vox humana quite so ol\fcTL — 
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but here's our hansom Clifford. Jump in, dear 
boy, we haven't a moment to lose." 

"Don't you feel excited at the thought of 
seeing your people again ? " asked the elder 
man, as they rolled pleasantly along over the 
wooden pavement. 

" Yes ! Oh, yes ! but just for the moment I 
find it hard to turn from the bliss of the last 
hour." 

" Was it really all that to you, Chfford ? " 

" Yes, and a thousand times more ; I seem to 
understand as I never did before, the meaning 
of those words in the Psalter : ' I had rather be 
a door-keeper in the House of my God than — 
than—' " 

" You appear to have forgotten the alternative, 
old man." 

** Well, it doesn't matter ; whatever it was, 
the House of God would be better still." 

"Frankly speaking, Clifford, what was it 
exactly that constituted your delight in the 
service we have just been attending ? " 

" The actual presence of my Lord." 

"You really believe that He Himself was 
actually — that is materially present in — in the 
wafer so recently swallowed ? " 

" I trust I do with all my soul." 

" Well, it passes my belief how you fellows can 
believe anything so utterly preposterous." 

" Look here. Tempest, if the Lord Jesus had 
not been corporally and actually present in the 
consecrated elements, every person in the church, 
with the exception of yourself, would have been 
an idolator." 
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" I am not so sure they were not. I know 
some people who would not hesitate to 
stigmatise your belief by that term." 

" Are you prepared to agree with them ? '* 

"I hardly know— but— " 

"Oh, Tempest, if you could only for one 
moment realise the blessedness of the fact that 
our Lord is actually present on the altar, not 
spiritually only, but materially, bodily present, 
exactly as when He trod this earth ; just in fact 
as the hymn we had this morning so beautifully 
expresses it : * As when he leaned on Joseph's 
arm or Mary's knee ' ." 

"And it comforts and helps you to believe this ?" 

" Comforts me ! Helps me ! How can you 
ask the question, Tempest ? '* 

" Well, all I can say is, I envy you the power 
to believe it. But here we are at Euston. Get 
the tickets, Qifford, while I look after our traps- 
What a comfort to be in a good, substantial 
English terminus again ! " 

A clear September simset was flooding the 
little north-coimtry station as the two stepped 
on to the platform. 

A fine-looking, elderly man, a typical English 
squire in appearance, and three bright-faced 
girls stood in a group to welcome them ; and in 
another minute the travellers found themselves 
in their midst. Sir Arthur Dudgeon shaking 
hands viith Thorold with one hand, and slapping 
his son on the shoulder with the other, while 
the girls hung round their brother's neck and 
hugged him by turns, casting genial, smiling 
glances, the while, at his companion. 
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" Delighted to see you again, Sir Thorold. 
These are my three daughters, I must leave you 
to find out their names for yourself. I expect 
you are pretty familiar with them, though. All 
that remains for you to do is to fix 'em. Come 
along, we mustn't keep the greys waiting ; here 
you, Jock, see to the gentlemen's baggage and 
bring it up at once. Upon my word, you look 
in splendid form, Clifford, my boy ; a bit white 
about the gills, but a few days of this grand air 
and a little of home coddling will soon make 
that all right," exclaimed Sir Arthur, as he 
seated himself beside Clifford in the dogcart, 
leaving Thorold and the girls to follow in the 
family barouche. 

They were happy, simple-hearted girls, and 
after his long exile from ladies' society, Thorold 
f oimd them delightful companions. 

" We are all in the greatest excitement," said 
Madge Dudgeon, the brightest and the most 
talkative of the three. " Such a rich man has 
taken that large house — ^you can just see it 
through those trees — ^for the grouse-shooting, and 
he is giving an enormous dance next week. We 
are all invited, and of course you and Clifford. 
We are so awfully glad you have come in time. 
Don't you think it will be frantically lovely ? " 

" That depends on how many dances you are 
going to give me," said Thorold, gallantly, where- 
upon the bright face opposite to him dimpled 
more distractingly than ever. 

" Oh, you will find one quite enough," 
retorted Bab, the plainest of the sisters, and the 
tomboy of the family. "She can't dance a 
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little bit, none of us can; you'll find our 
education has been terribly neglected when you 
come to know us, but I expect Clifford has told 
you all about it." 

" Gifford thinks there never were three sisters 
to compare with his, and all I can say is that 
the last ten minutes has proved to me that he 
is more than justified in such a supposition." 

" I am afraid," said Winnie, the eldest and 
quietest, and the one to whom Thorold felt most 
attracted, "that it will not take much more 
than another ten minutes to demolish utterly 
such a kind estimate. But here we are at 
home," she added, as the carriage turned into 
a beautiful avenue of lime-trees; "welcome 
to Boumeside Manor, Sir Thorold," and she 
held out a small gloved hand. As Thorold held 
it in his own for a moment, it seemed to him, 
from some wholly unaccountable reason, that a 
compact of friendship had been entered into 
between them. 

For the next few days the coming dance formed 
the great topic of conversation. Sir Arthur 
Dudgeon had been a widower for many years, 
and Winnie was, virtually, the head of his house. 
But hers was a quiet, dreamy nature, and not 
well fitted for the post, with the result that 
everyone did very much as they liked, and yet, 
in spite of the entire lack of system and order, 
there was a kind of free and easy atmosphere 
about the whole household which imparted to 
it a character, and even a certain kind of enjoy- 
ment, all its own. There was no reserve what- 
ever, and before Thorold had been forty-eight 
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hours in their midst, he felt that he was abready 
so positively regarded as one of the family, that 
he even ventured to throw one or two masculine 
suggestions into the general discussion, concerning 
the forthcoming dresses of the sisters. 

" You will look like a blossom dropped from 
an apple-tree," he said, as Madge drew the 
graphic description of her toilette to a close ; 
" Fm afraid I shall stand no chance — '* 

" Oh, yes, you will, though, of course, I hope 
Mr Maxwell will ask me to dance ever so often: 
He's most awfully handsome, but Fm sure I 
should be afraid of the other man — his secretary 
or whatever he is — ^he looks so awfully stem. 
Whatever is his name ? — Oh, Winnie, you can 
teU me ; you met him at Widow Brodie's yesterday 
evening: what is the name of Mr Maxwell's 
secretary ? ** 

" Mr Carlton Rivers," was the quiet answer. 

" Oh, yes ! that's it, I remember now. Sir 
Thorold, why do you look like that ? Do you 
know him ? " 

" Know him ? Know Carlton Rivers ? He's 
my dearest friend on earth. Miss Madge." 

" Oh, do go and see him, at once. I know 
you must be dying toi Winnie, can't you give 
Sir Thorold a lift. You are driving that way to 
Aunt Emm's." 

"Most certainly— if— " 

"Thanks awfully, Miss Dudgeon. When do 
you start ? " 

" In five minutes' time." 

" Capital ! that will allow me just tune to find 
your father and explain. We were going to 
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ride into Bellingham to see the fair, but perhaps 
Sir Arthur won't mind going without me with 
Clifford. It is quite two years since Carl and I 
met." 

To bowl along a good macadamised country 
road, through glorious heather-scented air/ in a 
high dogcart, furnished with good, up-to-date 
tyres, behind a splendid high-stepping horse, 
with an alert groom behind you, exquisite scenery 
before and around you, and a nice girl beside 
you, holding the reins with a firm grip, does 
not constitute, by any means, a pleasure to 
be despised. 

As Thorold and his fair companion drove 
briskly onward, through the cloudless September 
sunshine, the young man felt his spirits 
consciously rise to a pitch that they had not 
reached for many a long day. 

*' Do you believe in special providences. Miss 
Dudgeon ? " he asked, breaking a brief, but by 
no means unpleasant, silence. 

" Yes, certainly, don't you ? " 

" If I did, I should decidedly consider I was in 
the midst of one of them. I cannot tell you what 
the joy of seeing dear old Carl is to me." 

*' I think I can imderstand, although I have 
never had any especial friend of my very own ; 
we girls always go shares in everything, from our 
fans to our friends, and yet I am sure I can 
understand what you are feeling at this 
moment." 

*'• Yes, I am sure you can, for I have already 
discovered that you possess, in a very high 
degree, the rare gift of sympathy." 
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** Do I ? I didn't know that I did, but I am 
very glad ; I mean, that I should like people to 
want to confide in me." 

"Take care, Miss Dudgeon, other people's 
troubles are not always made of gossamer. I 
should be very sorry to 3rield to the temptation 
of burdening you with mine." 

The girl turned her dark, gentle eyes upon 
him for one instant, and then back again to 
her driving. 

" I know," she said at length and in a soft, 
shy voice, " that is, I felt sure you had troubles, 
— ^not that Clifford has ever told me a word, even 
if he knew. I know he wouldn't, because I 
know I wouldn't, and Clifford and I always 
think alike about everything nearly." 

" Do you share the same religious views, may 
I ask?" 

"Qifford is a Catholic and so am I," was 
the quiet answer. 

" Will you enlighten me as to your definition 
of that term ? " 

"A member of the one holy church 
which has lasted from the days of our Lord and 
His Apostles down to the present day." 

" And where can such a Church be found ? " 

" Everywhere, thank God, for she is universal 
and her existence is threefold." 

*' In what way threefold ? " 

" The true Church contains in herself the 
Anghcan, the Roman and the Greek Com- 
munions," 

*'And what about the Non-Conformists who 
are outside the Church of England ? " 
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" As you say, they are outside, that is, outside 
the pale of the true Church, and are conse- 
quently schismatics or heretics." 

*' That strikes me as being a little arbitrary." 

" We must submit to it, whether it be so or not, 
for the mark of the true Church is the Apostolic 
succession. Where that is wanting, as in the case 
of all Dissenters, there is no true Church ; but 
these are the gates of Houghton Towers, Mr 
Maxwell's place, Sir Thorold. If you care to 
bring Mr Carlton Rivers back to dinner, my 
father and all of us will be delighted to welcome 
him, and remember our house is a true 
Liberty Hall, so you will feel free to do exactly 
as you like. Au revoir! and a very pleasant 
meeting." 

As Thorold walked up the noble avenue that 
led to the entrance of the mansion, a train of 
sober, not to say painful, reflections began to 
take the place of the exuberant feelings that he 
had experienced during the last quarter of an 
hour. The remembrance of his last meeting with 
his friend brought his former self so vividly to his 
remembrance ; young — ^gay — ^wealthy — courted — 
and ^ all under the spell of Rowena's matchless 
beauty; and now — ^he stood still as he tried 
to guage the difference. How vast it was ! how 
almost unthinkable, and yet — and yet — 

A small wicket leading from the avenue was 
flimg open, and a man stood before him. Here 
was a veritable antithesis in the way of 
changes. Thorold told himself that if he had 
not half-expected to meet him, he would never 
have imagined the handsome, well-groo\3aftd^ 
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gentlemanly-looking man before him to be the 
loudly-dressed bounder who had sought him out 
scarcely ten months ago. 

"Sir Thorold Tempest, I beUeve," said 
Maxwell, composedly holding out his hand ; " I 
only heard this morning that you were in the 
neighbourhood. You have been a great traveller 
since we met, I understand." 

*' Yes, I have been tutoring Clifford Dudgeon, 
and we have been globe-trotting a bit. Sir 
Arthur has asked me down for a few weeks' 
grouse-shooting ; but I did not know that I was 
in the neighbourhood of my old friend Rivers, 
until a few minutes ago." 

" No ? Well, I am glad to see you. Sir 
Thorold. Rivers will be back presently ; he's off 
Somewhere, I have no doubt in the village, fuss- 
ing about some of those ungrateful ^ags, his 
old gammers, as he calls them. You will stay to 
limch ? By the bye, you will meet an old 
acquaintance here in my man, Stillman." 

" StiUman, my father's valet ? " 

"The same," answered Maxwell, with his eyes 
fixed steadily on his guest's. The gaze was 
unflinchingly returned. 

"Had you any kind of a character with him?" 

"Yes, an excellent one from old Probett. 
Ah ! here comes the scoundrel to tell us lunch 
is ready, I suppose." 

The man came up, wearing the grave look of 
deference natural to him, he did not perceive 
Thorold. 

" Lunch is served, sir." He raised his eyes to 
his master's face as he spoke and encountered 
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Thorold's quiet survey. He started, and, for an 
instant, a look of positive alarm flickered across his 
sallow visage ; the next it was gone, but not before 
both men had observed it and, actuated by totally 
different motives, had each mentally registered it. 

** I hope I see you well, sir," he said, with a 
respectful bow, turning to Sir Thorold, but with 
his eyes on the ground. There was no reply, for 
the young baronet had taken one spring over 
the fence and had bounded down the little wood- 
land path, and he and Carlton Rivers were 
wringing each other's hands and clapping each 
other's shoulders, in fact, behaving exactly as two 
true and loyal-hearted young Englishmen always 
do liehave under the circumstances. 

Maxwell glanced towards them with a half- 
cjmical expression, but the rough eloquence of 
the scene would have appealed to a coarser and 
more hardened nature than his ; a strange and 
unwonted softness stole into his face as he 
strode towards them. 

'* Damon, Pythias and Dionysius : rather an im- 
possible trio, don't you think ? " he said, laying a 
white, shapely hand on Carlton's broad shoulder. 

" Possibly so, if history speaks true." 

" But nothing to the mess we should make of 
it, and I won't follow the old tyrant's lead, as I 
^ust confess I felt tempted to do ten seconds 
ago, and ask you to let me make a third." 

"My dear Maxwell, how truly splendid. Thor — " 

" Shut up, old man ; I tell you, it can never be 
— ^never," said this extraordinary man. " Hurry 
up, you fellows, or lunch will be ruined — a far 
more serious consideration of the two." 



CHAPTER IX 

THE SISTERS 

*' By day she stands a lie. 
By night she stands 
In all the naked honour of the truth ; 
Is this a friend indeed ? that I should sell 
My soul to her ! give her my life and youth ! " — TAs World. 

Christina Rossbtti. 

Clare Beresford was lying in a hammock 
beneath the shadow of a magnificent beech, 
doing the dolce far nietUe to perfection ; the book 
she had been reading lay open upon the grass, 
face downwards, as if it had been thrown there 
in a fit of petulance (which it had), and her fresh, 
piquant little face wore a decided frown. Pearl 
sat beside her on the lawn, her fingers busy with 
a piece of coloured embroidery ; both girls were 
dressed in white dresses made exactly alike, and 
Pearl's beautiful hair was no longer tied back 
with black ribbon, but twined in rich, heavy 
coils roimd her head. The six months, which 
had elapsed since she left Frau Holstein, had 
wrought a great change in her appearance ; some 
subtle influence appeared to have matured her 
rapidly, and one might have taken her for more 
than a year older than her sister, while in reality 
she was exactly a year yoimger. Her figure, still 
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slight and reed-like, was the more developed of 
the two, and her manner more self-possessed and 
arresting. There was a certain girlish dignity 
about her which was entirely lacking in her 
more brilliant and attractive sister. While Clare 
was a universal favourite, the recognised belle of 
every ballroom she entered, and the unfailing 
cynosure of all masculine attention, the yoimger 
sister possessed a beauty all her own, a beauty 
which seemed to appeal to all that was highest 
and best in others, so pure and almost un- 
earthly in its gentle radiance that, although too 
subtle to be generally recognised, yet to those 
whose eyes were once opened to perceive it, the 
memory of Pearl Beresford would never fade 
away. 

Dr Beresford and his family had gone down to 
his country-seat, above the Wye valley. Mrs 
Beresford appeared to be deriving so much 
benefit from the soft, pure air of her native 
place (for such it was), that all further plans for 
the season had been abandoned, and they lingered 
on indefinitely. 

Altogether a finer spot and more exquisite 
afternoon could hardly be conceived, and Clare's 
passing ill-humour seemed painfully out of place 
in such surroundings. 

" Clare, why are you so vexed ? " Pearl asked, 
looking up from her work. 

" Because I happen to possess the most provok- 
ing sister who ever Uved. I cannot understand 
you one Uttle bit. Pearl, and I'm not going to 
try, it's too hot to worry." 

" But what can't you xmderstand ? *' 
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" Why, you won't go to this ball. I call it 
simply base ingratitude to dear Lady Violet, 
when she is giving it entirely for our sakes. She 
brought me out, and mother always promised her 
she should bring you out, and now she is, dear 
thing, giving a ball to the whole garrison especi- 
ally for you, and you simply say you won't 

go." 

Peari worked on quietly, but the soft colour 
had mounted to her temples. 

"Clare, darling," she said at length, raising 
her beautiful eyes to her sister's, with a gaze 
which annihilated every lingering shadow of her 
discontent, "by — by God's help, I am never 
going to a ball as long as I live." 

" Pearl, what can you mean. Father will 
never consent to such a preposterous piece of 
wilfulness — ^for I can call it nothing else — in his 
usually docile little Pearl." 

" Yes, he will, for he has already done so." 

" And mother ? " 

" I — I almost think she is pleased." 

" Do you mean that you are not ' coming out ' 
ever ? " 

Pearl inclined her head, her lips were quivering. 

Clare twisted herself out of the hanunock and 
flung herself by her sister's side. 

*' Pearl ! Pearl ! tell me what it all means. I 
cannot understand." 

In spite of the heat of the afternoon, the girls' 
arms were round each other's necks, and little 
recked either of them of the sweet picture that 
they formed. 

" Why ? Oh, Clare, it is all so beautiful, so 
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solemn, I have been longing to tell you— only — 
only — somehow I couldn't.'* 

"Tell me now — ^now, while I hold you so, my 
sweet Pearl." 

Pearl raised her face and took both her sister's 
hands, holding them in her own. 

"Only this," she whispered softly, while a 
wonderful light stole into her eyes and her 
trembling Ups grew still, "that I have given 
myself — to — ^the Lord Jesus, and I am His, body, 
soul and spirit. His for evermore." 

Clare sprang to her feet, her face crimson and 
absolute terror in her eyes. 

"Does this mean that you are going into a 
convent ? Oh, Pearl ! " 

But Pearl's lips were wreathed in smiles. 

"No, no! A thousand times no! It only 
means," she said, rising and throwing her arms 
round Clare's waist, "that I want to be the 
very sweetest sister to my darling Clare that 
ever a girl had, and the most loving daughter to 
daddy and mmnmy, and a true friend to all 
who need me." 

The expression of relief that had stolen over 
Clare's features had been replaced by one almost 
of awe. 

"But why cannot you be all this and yet go 
. to dances and theatres and operas and things ? " 

" Whosoever is the friend of the world is the 
enemy of God ; and oh, Clare," was the low, 
steady answer, " was it not our Lord who Him- 
self said : ' ye cannot serve God and mammon ' ? " 

"But, if you are right, how many people 
are wrong. Only think of all the nice girls h<^ 

G 
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know who go to balls and things ; would you dare 
to call them all the enemies of God ? ** 

" Certainly not, for these things may not con- 
stitute the world to some people. I know they 
would for me, and as a Christian — did you 
ever think what that word really means, 
Clare ? " 

" Christian ? Oh, I suppose one who believes 
in Christ and has been baptised and confirmed 
and goes to church, and all that kind of 
thing." 

" Miss Deborah Primrose once said it means 
ChrisPs owny 

Clare's face grew thoughtful. " But still,'* she 
said, "you might be that and yet go to 
dances." 

"If I am Christ's own I must testify for 
Him, and how would I testify for Him there ? 
How could I show my colours in a ballroom ? " 

"Was it Miss Primrose who first made you 
think like this ? " 

" No ; she helped me very much, but since I 
have imderstood things more clearly, I think it 
was really when our precious mother was ill that 
I really came to the Lord Jesus." 

"Well, all I know is, that you weren't one 
atom like you are now before you went to 
Berlin, for I remember you and I had just the 
same ideas about religion as about everything 
else ; you know that, do you not. Pearl ? " 

" Tes, for it was a talk I had once with Mr 
Carlton Rivers which first made me feel how real 
the things of the Bible are. Oh, Qare I I cannot 
tell you what he was, so earnest and so true. 
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I am not the only girl at Frau Holstein's who 
has cause to thank God for having ever known 
him." 

" I should like to see your Mr Rivers, although 
I expect he would simply scorn anyone half so 
frivolous as I am." 

Pearl had returned to her work. 

"If you only knew him," she said quietly, 
" you wouldn't say that. He is the most humble- 
minded man I ever met." 

" Well, I will ask daddy to invite him here when 
Thor comes. When is that boy coming ? " 

But to this there was no answer ; that coloured 
piece of embroidery must have been of a very 
absorbing nature. Clare lay back in the soft 
grass, her hands folded behind her head, gazing 
up into the leafy tracery above, from the hidden 
depths of which a wood-pigeon was cooing to its 
mate. 

"Pearl, only just listen to that foolish Uttle 
thing ; it has been repeating the same words all 
the afternoon : * I do love you, darling, I do.' " 

" According to your interpretation." 

" Which I am persuaded is correct ; well, all I 
can say is that if our sweet little neighbour's 
remarks have been less edifying than ours, they 
have at least been more soothing, for you have 
made me feel horribly cross. I hate hating balls 
and theatres and things." 

" But do you hate them ? " 

"At this moment I do with all my heart. 
Somehow they don't seem to bear thinking about, 
at least not at this very moment." 

"And certainly not here," 
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" I don't know what you mean ! Why not here ? " 

Pearl was silent. She laid aside her work and 
gazed into the exquisite stillness around her with 
beauty-loving eyes. 

" Oh ! I don't know," she said at length. " It 
is all so beautiful, and they are all His; the 
trees, and the flowers, and the river, and the sky 
are all His — and — '' 

" Why not finish ? "— * and '—what ? " 

"I am His, too," was the answer; "and I 
think that is why I love them so, because we all 
alike belong to Him.*' 

Clare turned away her face. 

" I know some people who would call that cant," 
she observed oracularly. 

But for answer Pearl's clear, rich young voice, 
broke forth into the beautiful words — 

" Heaven above is brighter blae, 

Earth around is richer green ; 
Something lives in every hue, 

Christless eyes have never seen. 
Birds with sweeter songs o'erflow. 

Flowers in brighter glories shine ; 
Since I know as now I know, 

I am His, and He is mine." 

*' Bravo — duldssima ! ! " 

Both girls sprang to their feet. Thorold 
Tempest stood before them. 

" Thor I Thor ! when did you come ? " 

" Half an hour ago. The truth is I have bolted." 

" Bolted ? " 

"Fact! That extraordinary cad, Maxwell, is 
turning the whole country-side and the few 
wits it contains upside down with his precious 
festivities. I couldn't stand it one hour longer. 
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SO I quietly took my hook, and in Etonian 
language, * adsum '." 

" And what did the Dudgeons say ? Weren't 
they awfully disgusted ? " 

"Oh, I made it quite all right with them. 
They are splendid, jolly girls, especially the eldest ; 
they are sure to have crowds of partners at the 
ball ; one more or less will make no difference to 
their enjoyment. Besides, I wanted to see aunt 
and uncle and you two piccaninnies. I told Sir 
Arthur I was a bit homesick and had no heart 
for the gaieties. He is an awfully kind and 
sensible old chappy, and he quite imderstood." 

"Well, we are awfully glad to see you, but, 
dear boy, you must be starving." 

" Not a bit of it: We had an A.i. luncheon on 
board the Northern Express; but I'm in a 
thoroughly prepared state for a cup of tea." 

" You shall have it at once ; the parents have 
gone to Tintem ; they won't be back till nearly 
dinner time ; but who are the * we ' ? " 

" My dear old chum, Carlton Rivers. We hooked 
it together; he left me at Paddington to visit 
poor Hugh." 

"Whoever is Hugh?" 

"I thought perhaps you knew. Hugh is 
Carlton's brother." 

" And why do you call him poor ? " 

" Why ? Because — however, if you don't know, 
I don't see what is to be gained by telling you ; 
but Carlton promised to come on here to-morrow, 
I felt sure uncle and aimt would like him to do so." 

"Of course they would ; we shall all love to see 
him, shouldn't we. Pearl ? " 
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The wholly joyous look depicted on PearPs 
countenance was sufficient answer, without the 
addition of the words which fell with a dull stroke 
of pain on one of her listener's hearts, for all the 
words were so softly and shyly spoken. 

"Indeed, Thor, I cannot describe the intense 
pleasure it will give me to see dear Mr Rivers 
once more." 

"You certainly have not very long to wait 
for such a consuming delight," he answered 
drily. 

" Oh, Pearl is devoted to Mr Carlton Rivers," 
answered Clare, carelessly. " I don't believe she 
thinks that anyone in all the world comes near 
him. Do you, Pearl ? " she added, turning to her 
sister with a malicious little smile. 

But Pearl was bending over her work, crimson 
to the very temples. Thor glanced at her, and a 
strange grey look stole over his face. 

" It's a pity Carl isn't aware of his good fortime," 
he said with a little, half reckless kind of laugh. 
" But I say, Clare, isn't this Thomas and his satel- 
lites bearing the paraphernalia of tea towards us ? 
What a sight for a worn and thirsty traveller." 

It was even so, and within a few minutes the 
pretty tea-table was daintily spread imder the 
thick boughs of the beach tree ; but the meal was 
not altogether a success. Thor rattled away, 
'* but not one atom like our own dear old Thor," 
Clare confessed to herself as she handed him his 
third cup of tea ; " and as for Pearl, I never knew 
her so quiet in my life. Thor will think she has 
grown insipid and uninteresting ! He little knows 
how sweet she can be ! " 



CHAPTER X 

A MUSCULAR PARSON 

" Aagel of patience sent to calm 
Our feverish brow with cooling balm." 

Whittier. 

The June sun was setting behind the quaint 
village of Puddleford, flooding sea and shore in 
glory ; the sea had retreated, leaving stretches 
of water, from which its name had probably 
originated, flushing rosy red among the^ rocks on 
the shingley beach, while the tracts of ocean 
bed left by the receding waves glistened with 
almost prismatic colouring, and the distant sea 
itself, one trembling mass of Uving, darting gold» 
quivered away into the opal of the horizon. 

Apart from such exquisite sunset effects, how- 
ever, the village itseU possessed no particular 
beauty. There were no cliffs or hills to give 
diversity to the view, the shore was flat and 
rough, and the low-built cottages of the fisher- 
men, scattered near the shore, looked more 
squalid than they really were. The one 
beautiful object in the whole neighbourhood was 
the ancient Gothic Church with the ivy-covered 
rectory nestling by its side. One or two large 
English mansions and distant farmsteads, sur- 
rounded by grounds and meadows, gave a sweet 
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hoiAe-touch to the scene ; but beyond the 
grandeur of the rolling sea and the stem barren- 
ness of the rocky shore, Puddleford possessed 
no physical charm to attract the ordinary 
tourist. And yet, far removed as it was from 
the run of motor-cars or electric trams and 
seven miles from Cherry Bridge — the nearest 
railway station— some few stragglers found their 
way to the little hamlet, and those who came 
remained, for in spite of all its unprepossessing 
exterior, Puddleford possessed a charm all its 
own. To stumble over stones and shingle to 
the farthest point of the irregularly formed, 
always flat shore, and to fill one's lungs with the 
strong, briny breeze, that swept from the North 
Sea, was to inhale the purest and the most 
health-giving and life-prolonging air that blew 
from John o' Groats to Land's End ; and to 
pay a visit to any of those straggling, unpre- 
possessing cottages was to become acquainted 
with the ideal, simple fisher-folks of England. 

It spoke well for the little hamlet that the 
only public-house it had possessed, formerly the 
resort of smugglers and other ruffians, had fallen 
into disuse. A beautiful convalescent home and 
temperance hotel combined, surroimded with 
extensive pleasure-grounds, stood on the site of 
the disused inn. How the miserable old public- 
house had thus fallen into neglect constituted a 
beautiful story. 

The young rector, striding along the village 
street, with a glorious swing in his Herculean 
limbs and a genial smile on his weather- 
beaten face, with his hearty laugh and joyous 
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greeting, might have told (had not his lips been 
hermetically sealed upon the subject) of many a 
night of agonising prayer, of many a lonely and 
tender watch by the bedside of the raving victim 
of alcohol, of many dauntless wrestlings with the 
poor victim himseli, of loving, self-denying deeds, 
of stem denimciations and loving invitations, 
and, above all, of the glory of that unseen 
Presence ever by his side, before which the walls 
of Joe Crimps' public-house had fallen down as 
truly as the walls of the ancient city of Canaan 
had fallen flat before the trumpet blast of Faith. 
But although the simple villagers, whose love 
and loyalty to their pastor knew no boundst 
were doubtless aware of the causes which had 
resulted in the demolition of "the old pub*', 
the story of the beautiful building which had 
newly arisen, Phoenix - like, from its ruins, 
was to them, and to the whole ooimtry-side 
an unfathomed and unfathomable mystery, a 
mystery only heightened by the fact that the 
institution had not only been given but richly 
endowed by the munificent, unknown founder 
ad perpetuam. A few weeks previously the 
Home had been opened by an inaugural meeting, 
followed by a sumptuous banquet, to which all 
the villagers aUke, including the children, were 
invited. Only the rector and the few neighbour- 
ing gentry had been present, however, and the 
sole fact concerning the personality of the 
founder which had been divulged was that the 
institution was a free gift; all that the donor 
asked in return being the prayers of the people 
of Puddleford, for whose benefit the tempetasssA 
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hotel had been erected, and also of those who 
came from time to tune to sojourn in the 
** House of Rest ". That the latter was opened 
under the appellation of " Fair Haven ** and the 
former under that of "The Beacon", threw 
no fiu*ther gleam of light whatever upon the 
identity of the unknown benefactor. Under 
the enthusiastic presidentcy of the rector, the 
temperance hotd was becoming a grand 
success ; Bible classes, prayer meetings, a work- 
men's club and Ubrary, a debating society, etc., 
sprang up into existence with the rapidity of a 
goodly array of mushrooms, and if there was 
a happy man in the whole of England it was 
that same rector, the Reverend Dick Cheriton, 
as, leaving the funny, irregular Uttle village street 
behind him, he stood with bared head on the 
gleaming shingles, drinking in the sunset we 
have endeavoured to describe, and filling his 
huge lungs with the pure air that softly stole 
from the still receding sea laden with its briny 
breath. 

The sound of a cultured, manly voice, behind 
him, caused him to turn quickly ; two men were 
approaching, the one vigorous and upright, the 
other clinging to his companion's arm, and 
dragging feeble steps behind him. Without a 
moment's hesitation the clergyman strode towards 
them. 

" You had better wait till I come to give you 
another arm ! " he called out ; " this beach is 
rather treacherous walking to those unacquainted 
with its secrets." 

" Thanks, old fellow, but neither of us exactly 
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come under that category," was the laughing 
answer. 

The rector bounded forward. 

" Why, Carlton, by all that's delightful ! " he 
exclaimed, shaking both the brothers' hands at 
once ; " whatever brought you here ? " 

" I found poor old Hugh frightfully seedy 
and yearning for a breath of dear old Puddlef ord 
air, so we decided to accept Maxwell's kindness 
and to try what a month in this, all but native, 
air will do for him. Haven't we, Hugh ? " 

The younger man nodded his head. As he 
stood there clinging weakly to his brother's 
supporting arm, blear-eyed and with trembling 
limbs and bearing every sign of physical, 
mental and moral degradation, he looked such 
a blot amidst the flushing glory of the sunset, 
that a momentary feeling of repulsion almost 
caused the clerg3anan to suddenly drop his hand ; 
with a strong effort, however, he conquered the 
impulse so far as to give the poor, miserable 
young fellow his arm to assist him to pick his 
stumbling footsteps over the stones and shingles. 

"Well, Puddleford is welcoming you with 
right Toy^l honour," he resumed cheerfully. 
" Did you ever see such a sunset, Carlton ? " 

" Never, since I turned my back on this dear 
old place. Dick, I think Hugh and I remember 
almost every stone, although it is twenty years 
since either of us have seen it." 

" Carl ! Carl ! You remember ! You remember ! 
not I," exclaimed the other in quivering, excited 
tones ; " I forget everj^hing, everything but one.'* 

" And what is that, old man ? " Carlto\SL 
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asked, anxious to soothe his brother by humour- 
ing any fancy that might be passing through 
his mind. 

" Mother's face," was the wholly unexpected 
answer. " I have seen that always from the 
moment we got into the train to come here. 
She came to me then and she has never left 
me ; but she never comes near me, she is always 
so far of!. If I could only get to her and ask 
her, perhaps she would teU me she forgave me. 
Do you think she would, Carl ? You are a 
clergyman, sir," he continued, turning suddenly 
to Cheriton, while a wild light shone in his eye, 
"you are a clergsnnan, sir, and perhaps you 
know better than Carl and I ; do you think she 
would forgive me ? ** 

"I am sure of it," was the quiet answer, 
"because your mother, sweet lady, has been 
with the Lord Jesus Christ for nearly five years, 
and when He forgives — ^" 

A hoUow laugh, which was half a shriek, rang 
out into the siunmer stillness. 

"God will never forgive me, I know that 
better than any of you parsons can tell me, and 
the sea knows it too ; see how it is mocking 
me with its fiery eyes ! Carl ! Carl ! take me 
home, an3nvhere away from that awful light ; 
somewhere into the darkness where no eyes but 
yours can see me ; quick, Carl, quick, I say." 

They placed strong arms around him 
and bore him tenderly over the rocks and 
shingles to his beautiful room in Fair Haven, 
and tried every means their ingenuity could 
invent to soothe and comfort the poor worn-out 
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nerves and half-frenzied brain; but although 
they darkened the room, and bathed his temples 
as tenderly as any woman could have done, he 
still lay tossing about on his pillows with the 
same wild light in his eyes and incoherent 
muttering on his lips. As his two companions 
stood looking down upon the wretched sufferer, 
wondering in their masculine ignorance what was 
the next best thing to do, there was a gentle 
knock at the door, 

Carlton rose and opened it. 

A sweet-faced woman in a blue dress and white 
apron stood before him. 

" I am Deborah Primrose,*' she said. " I 
arrived here to-day with my patient. Miss 
Conway, whom I have been nursing for some 
months. You have an invalid here — ^your 
brother, is it not ? Will you let me come in and 
help to nurse him ? Miss Conway will not need 
me for another hour. I am used to nursing. Do 
let me help you ! " 

" You — you — are very kind," stammered poor 
Carlton, ** but before I accept your truly Christian 
offer, I ought to inform you as to the nature of 
my brother's illness." 

* There is no need to tell me, sir," was the 
gentle answer ; " we arrived by the same train 
and I saw you both at the station. I know 
exactly what is the matter with the young 
gentleman. Will you not let me help you to 
nurse him ? " 

And for all answer Carlton Rivers led Deborah 
Primrose to his brother's bedside. K he were 
surprised at himself for having done so, he must 
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have felt still more so, when he found Cheriton 
and himself, after a few moments of quiet 
survey of the patient by the Uttle nurse, gently, 
but summarily, ejected on to the landing outside. 

" The chief thing he needs is quiet and air," 
she remarked, in a manner so wholly profes- 
sional as to render resistance impossible. " If 
you don*t go too far away for me to summon 
you, should there be any need to do so, I feel 
sure the patient will have a better chance of 
recovery if you leave me alone with him for the 
next half-hour. Please do not come back again 
until you hear the electric bell; I see there is 
one by the pillow." 

But the half-hour had lengthened into fifty 
minutes before the expected summons recalled 
Carlton Rivers to his brother's bedside. The 
rector had left, promising to look in again before 
bedtime. 

As the elder brother entered the sick-room, 
he was wholly unprepared for the sight that 
met his eye. Hugh was lying tranquilly back 
among his pillows, all the wild light gone from 
his eyes, and an actual smile wreathing his lips. 
Little Miss Deborah, with both hands chaffing 
and smoothing his forehead and hands by turn, 
was recounting some simple and amusing episode 
which so engrossed the poor young fellow's 
attention that he did not hear his brother's 
approach until he stood by his bedside. Then 
he saw him and turned towards him with an 
expression so wholly bright that it recalled to 
Carlton's memory, for the first time for many 
years, the smile of his happy boyhood. 
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"Carl, dear old man, do come and listen to 
this story," he exclaimed in a tone so natural 
that it found an accompaniment to the look. 

"Mr Rivers shall hear it all another time," 
said little Miss Deborah, " he has only come to 
say good-night to you now. No, no, sir I I am 
not going to leave you. I promise to stay with 
you all night, only you must try to go to sleep 
now." 

"And what about your own patient, Miss 
Primrose ? " asked Carlton, as a few moments 
later they together watched the heavy breathing 
of the sleeper. 

"That is all right, sir. Mrs Sinclair, the 
matron, has promised to attend to her to-night ; 
but if it would not be troubling you I should be 
very grateful if you would find Miss Conway 
and tell her that your brother is quieter, and I 
quite expect to have a fairly quiet night ; beg 
her not to trouble about me, for there is really 
no need for her to do so, poor lamb." 

Rivers found Constance Conway sitting on the 
terrace which commanded a fine view of the 
sea. The tide had turned and the moon had 
risen, and each tiny wave, as it came dancing 
towards the shore, was crested by her silvery 
light. The girl's eyes were fixed upon the 
scene before her ; but there was an expression 
upon her pale features which plainly said that 
her thoughts were far away. The efl[ects of her 
long illness had imparted a delicacy and spiritu- 
ality to her countenance which had been 
lacking in the days of her former health ; the 
crisp, close curls, which had replaced her long 
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hair, set off the dehcate pose of the head, and 
her eyes seemed to have become softer and 
larger than of yore ; altogether the yoimg 
Christian Scientist, as she reclined among her 
cushions, clad in her simple grey dress, formed 
by no means an unattractive picture. 

She turned as Carlton approached her chair 
and r^arded him with one of her quiet 
glances. 

"Mr Carlton Rivers," she said, bending 
slightly forward, and holding out a small, and 
still thin, hand ; " I am very glad to meet you, 
for I have often heard of you ; but first tell me 
how your brother is." 

"Ever so much better, Miss Conway. Will 
you tell me frankly if you have ever come 
across another woman in all the world half so 
wonderful as your friend Miss Deborah 
Primrose ? " 

Constance's eyes shone. 

" Never," she answered, with one of her rare 
smiles; "but — no, you needn't say what you 
are going to ; it is just as truly delightful for me 
to give up my beautiful friend to those who 
need her as it is for her to give up herself; 
besides we are not strangers, Mr Rivers. As I 
have just told you, I have heard a great deal 
about you from one very dear to me." 

" And are you going to enlighten me as to the 
name of so highly favoured a person ? " 

" Certainly— Pearl Beresford." 

Was Constance prepared for the sudden start 
and the silence that followed ? Her eyes were 
gazing quietly out to sea, and she waited for her 
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companion to speak, but a little wave crowned 
with silver had rippled in and out again before 
he did so, and when he at length broke the 
silence, it was only to ask a question so 
intensely prosaic that, had Clare been there, she 
would have laughed outright. 

"And — ^was she — Miss Beresford — ^weU when 
you last saw her ? " 

"Perfectly," Constance answered demurely. 
" In a letter I had from her last week, she said 
they were expecting you at Brooklands.*' 

" Yes, Dr Beresford kindly invited me down," 
was the quiet answer ; " but I found my brother 
so ill that I had to take him away. I wrote to 
explain to Mrs Beresford." 

Again there was silence. What a night it 
was ! A thousand stars had mounted into the 
sky, and it almost looked as if a tiny one had 
dropped upon the grassy bank dose by ; the 
glow-worm was so bright, while the air came to 
them, fragrant with the breath of some lingering 
honeysuckle and late roses. 

"Mr Rivers," Constance asked at length, 

I believe you know another friend of mine. 
Sir Thorold Tempest." 

" You have named my dearest friend on earth, 
Miss Conway." 

" Then — then — I am sure you will be able to 
tell me, is — ^is — ^Sir Thorold a — a — Christian 
Scientist, or is he thinking of becoming one ? " 

"A Christian Scientist! What on earth — 
pardon me — but — Thor a Christian Scientist I 
No, thank God ! A thousand times, no ! " 

" You do not agree with the teaching ^ " 

H 
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" Agree ! My dear Miss Conway, if there 
exists a blasphemy to-day upon God's earth it is 
that of Christian Science." 

" Have you studied the doctrine of Christian 
Science ? " 

" Unfortunately I have been compelled to do 
so, for I once had a pupil who was led away by 
it, and I had to wade through the whole of the 
blasphemous nonsense in order to overcome him 
on his own ground/* 

" And did you succeed in doing so ? " 

"By God's grace I was permitted to be the 
humble instrument in leading him to the feet 
of the Master ; he afterwards went to Cambridge 
and became ordained. He is to-day one of the 
grandest clergymen within the pale of our 
Church." 

At that instant the Rev. Dick Cheriton came 
swinging up the steps of the terrace, as lusty 
and fresh as any schoolboy. 

" What is that you are saying ? *' he ex- 
claimed in his hearty manner. " No treason, I 
hope." 

" Miss Conway, aUow me to introduce my 
friend Mr Cheriton," Carlton said, laying his 
hand on the young rector's shoulder. " Dick, 
what good things have you to say for Christian 
Science ? Miss Conway appears to be, if I may 
venture to say so, slightly interested." 

"You may venture to say a great deal more 
than that, Mr Carlton," said Constance, firmly, 
as she rose from her seat, " for I am a Christian 
Scientist. But here comes kind Mrs Sinclair to 
help me to my room, so I will wish you good- 



A MUSCULAR PARSON 



"5 



night," and with a bow to both gentlemen she 
passed from the terrace. 

" Don't you trouble in the least about it, old 
man," said Dick Cheriton, as the two friends 
turned towards Hugh's apartment. '" She won't 
remain among those blaspheming idiots long. 
She isn't the sort they are made of ; her face is 
too pure and sweet, and a thousand times too 
true." 



CHAPTER XI 

THE VIVERRA 

'* I am not good, nor bad enough." — Paracdsus, 

Browning. 

Marmaduke Loftus Maxwell sat in his library, 
buried in profound thought. A pile of letters 
lay on the desk before him, only one of which 
had been opened and this had evidently con- 
tained matter of suflftcient importance to out- 
weigh all considerations as to what the others 
might contain. 

The autimm sunshine was flooding the fair 
expanse of lawn and flower-beds without, while 
modem luxury in every shape and form reigned 
within ; but the owner of all these fair surround- 
ings leant back in his cushioned chair, so entirely 
unconscious of their stateliness and beauty, that 
had the sumptuous apartment in which he sat 
been suddenly metamorphosed into his ancient 
log-cabin in the BLlondyke, it is a question 
whether he would at that moment have 
recognised the transition. 

At length, with puckered brow and a slight 

tremor of his clean-shaven upper lip, he folded 

the letter he had been pondering over into the 

envelope, and placed it in a private drawer 
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which closed with a hidden spring, before ringing 
the electric bell at his elbow ; he had scarcely 
wheeled his chair forward and glanced at the 
handwriting of a few of the uppermost letters 
before him, when the door softly opened, and 
the valet, StiUman, entered, and with almost 
noiseless footsteps crossed the room and stood 
beside his master. As the man waited there 
with downcast eyes and his usual meekness of 
demeanour, a look of positive repulsion, for the 
moment, crossed Maxwell's handsome features. 
He silently motioned to the man to be seated. 

"When did you arrive ? " he asked abruptly. 

" Last night, sir, a Uttle before midnight.'* 

" And what have you to tell me ? " 

"The gentleman, sir, Dr B., has only j&ve 
thousand pounds in Johnny's, sir, and six 
thousand poimds in Argentine bonds; all the 
rest, sir, is in the bank — the same as your honour 
banks with in London — of which I have learnt, 
sir, he is one of the largest shareholders — " 

" And have you written authority for all this 
information, according to my instructions ? " 

" I have, sir ; here are the papers. Believe 
me, master, there exists no better office for 
furraging out reliable information than the 
Viverra in all London; and there exists no 
better servant in that same office for furraging 
than my friend Pincett." 

Maxwell took the papers the man held out 
and glanced through them with a heavy, pre- 
occupied air, and at length laid them on the 
table. 

"Are you fresh enough for another ^outoa^ 
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to-day ? " he asked, after a few moments' thought, 
with a slight return of his former look of 
repulsion. 

" Yes, sir, perfectly so." 

''Then take train to Monmouth, and secure 
the best suite of rooms at the best hotel you can 
find, within six miles* radius, of course, including 
stabling, and wait at the hotel until I wire you 
further instructions.'* 

The man bowed respectfully and retired. 
Maxwell arose, followed him to the door and 
turned the key ; he then stepped out upon the 
terrace and stood for a few moments drinking in 
the fresh, balmy air. 

" Faugh ! *' he exclaimed, with disgust on 
every feature, "the breath of that unhung 
scoundrel poisons one. Poor old Carl, dear old 
Ba}rard as you are, how Uttle you reck of the 
depth to which once honest Joe Crimp has 
fallen, when he can employ such a creature as 
that for ends that almost match the instnmient.'* 

Half unconsciously he raised his eyes to the 
cloudless depth above, and as he did so a 
passion of emotion seemed almost to overpower 
him. 

"Mother!" he muttered hoarsely, "if you 
ever pray for your son, pray for him now, lest 
he barter his soul for — " but at that instant one 
of the under - gardeners crossing the lawn 
hesitated and then advanced towards him. 

" I beg pardon, your honour," he said, touch- 
ing his cap, "may I speak a word with you, 
master ? " 

"Certainly, if you are sharp about it, but I 
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have no time to waste in listening to petty 
grievances.'* 

Not a trace of the dire conflict of the last few 
moments remained ; his manner was calm» cool 
and slightly cynical as usual. 

" No, your honour, Hain't about no grievances, 
they be pretty hard to pick up in your service ; 
but 'tis about my poor old mother, sir. You see 
it's this way : she's lived, bless her old heart, with 
sister Sal — her as is a widder — ^for the last seven 
years, ever since father was took, and now Sal's 
matched again, and her husband don't want the 
old lady nohow. Me and my wife, sir, 'd ask 
nothing better than to have the dear old girl 
along wi' us, but we only have three rooms in 
our cottage, and we couldn't mix her up with 
the children at night. So, yer honour, I thought 
I might make bold to ask if you'd be so good, 
for the sake of the old woman, to give me the 
first oflFer of the cottage that old Smiths are 
leaving, which has six good rooms: I could earn 
a little extra of evenings, and sell some o' the 
garden stuff to make up the extra rent, sir." 

*' You shall have the cottage, Jim ; the matter 
of the rent can be settled later ; and see here," 
continued Maxwell, holding out a sovereign to 
the astonished and delighted Jim, " here's some- 
thing to pay for the old lady's journey and, if 
you promise to hold your foolish tongue about 
it, you can come to my good housekeeper, Mrs 
Bloxson, every Monday morning, as long as your 
mother lives, for another towaids making her 
comfortable — " 

That evening the village was thrown into some 
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excitement by learning that Jim Holdfast, the 
quietest man in the whole neighbourhood, had 
suddenly knocked a neighbour down flat, for 
sa3dng in his hearing that " Squire Maxwell was 
* aw hupstart ' and no true gentleman ". 

"And I'll do it agin," exclaimed the irate 
imder-gardener, "to any man as speaks dis- 
respectful of the best and kindest master as ever 
a man had, even if he were double my size." 

And there was no doubt that Jim meant it. 

" I always thought there was real grist in Jim 
Holdfast," Miss Barbara Dudgeon remarked to 
her sister Madge, as the two girls threaded their 
way through the somewhat untidy garden path, 
arm in arm; she wore her riding-skirt, hat in 
hand ; she had just returned from a scamper 
across the moors, and the old groom had been 
regaling her ears with the recountal of Jim's 
prowess. 

"I am sure Mr Maxwell must be really 
awfully jolly if his servants take up the cudgels 
for him Uke that."- 

"And he's so frightfully handsome," sighed 
Madge. " What fun it was at the dance, orJy it 
was simply beastly of Sir Thorold to slink away 
as he did, and to carry that grave, stem Mr 
Rivers with him." 

"Well, their defection made no difference to 
you or Winnie, for you both had as many 
partners as you could manage, and / loathe 
dancing ; but I say, here comes Winnie, bringing 
the very man himself ! Is my hair tidy ? Yours 
looks perfectly awful, Madge." 

Maxwell had a very strong liking, almost 



THE VIVERRA 121 

amounting to affection, for the three graces, as 
their masculine friends gallantly termed Sir 
Arthur's daughters. Their natural, unconven- 
tional manners always set him entirely at his 
ease, and the girls themselves, as fresh and sweet 
as the briar roses on their native hedgerows, 
contrived somehow to draw out what was best 
and happiest in his nature. His regret at parting 
with them was genuine. 

" I have been telling Miss Dudgeon," he said, 
as he shook hands with the girls, the younger of 
whom was blushing furiously, but by no means 
unbecomingly, at the consciousness of her untidy 
locks and sundry other disarrangements of her 
toilette, " that I have been paying farewell visits 
all the afternoon, and I hardly know whether to 
say I have left the sweetest or the saddest to the 
last." 

" Farewell visits ! Are you going away 
then?" 

" I am afraid so, Miss Barbara, almost im- 
mediately." 

" How horrid ! just as we were beginning to 
know you so well ; it will seem so dolefully and 
drearily dull without you," 

" You do me too much honour, Miss Madge," 
Maxwell replied, bringing his handsome eyes to 
bear upon her pretty, flushed face. 

"Oh, it will really," she said, while the 
delicate colour mounted to her forehead ; " your 
dances and tableaux and picnics were so perfectly 
delightful." 

"May I ask if you are leaving England, Mr 
Maxwell ? " asked Winnie's quieter voice. 
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" I am contemplating no more elaborate pro- 
gramme than a few weeks' fishing on the Wye." 

" I wonder if you will be near Brooklands: Sir 
Thorold Tempest is there. Clifford only heard 
from him this morning ; do you think you are 
likely to meet him ? " 

" I should think it highly probable, as we are 
both, I believe, fishermen." 

** And your friend, Mr Rivers, is there too, I 
believe, is he not ? " 

" Sir Thorold said he was expected," this from 
Barbara. 

" No, I regret to say he was prevented by the 
serious illness of his only brother ; he is with him 
now." 

Winnie looked up quickly. 

" I did not know Mr Rivers had a brother." 

" No ? But is not this Sir Arthur and your 
brother coming across the meadow ? May I pro- 
pose, Miss Winnie, that we go to meet them ? " 

The yoimg people accordingly turned towards 
the pretty Uttle rustic bridge that led to the 
adjoining fields. With all the untrained country- 
girl's love of gossip, Madge seized the opportunity 
of finding herself and Maxwell somewhat in the 
rear of her sisters to say in tones too low for 
them to hear — 

"Mr Maxwell, do tell me if it's true that Sir 
Thorold Tempest is engaged ? " 

" Pardon me, but may I remind you that I 
only possess a very sUght acquaintance with Sir 
Thorold Tempest and I am, therefore, the last 
person to be in his confidence." 

" Yes ! But I thought perhaps, as Mr Rivers 
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and he are such friends, that you might have 
heard through him — ^Mr Rivers, I mean — ^whether 
the report we have heard is a true one." 

" To what report do you refer ? '* 

" Only that Sir Thorold Tempest is engaged to 
Pearl Beresford." 

"No, I have not heard so," was the quiet 
answer ; " but excuse me, your sister is trying to 
open the gate," and Maxwell hurried forward. 

Sir Arthur Dudgeon's greeting was in his more 
than usually hearty style ; he liked Maxwell and, 
being an old-fashioned Whig, or as he professed 
to call himself " a Conservative-Liberal " (for he 
repudiated the modem terms of Unionist and 
Imperialist, although, if the truth was told, he was 
both one and the other) they found much in 
common in their political views. It was, in fact. 
Sir Arthur's oft-repeated wish that MaxweU 
should stand for the county at the next election, 
and he had promised him the support of half the 
country-side if he would do so. It was therefore 
no small pleasure to the old baronet when Maxwell 
accepted his invitation to stay to dinner, a 
pleasure indeed shared by the whole family. The 
evening, however, proved somewhat disappointing 
and vexatious to its youngest member, for, 
although keen-witted Madge put forth every effort 
to secure a further tHc-d-tSte with their gubst, 
respecting the fooUsh tale of gossip which had 
reached her ears, all ended in failure, and it was 
with a shghtly disgusted, not to say a downright 
cross little Madge that Maxwell shook hands at 
parting. He refused Sir Arthur's offer of a lift 
home. Clifford accompanied him down tl\& 
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drive ; the evening was calm and beautiful, and 
the two men walked on for some moments in 
silence, each puffing thoughtfully at their 
respective cigars. 

Maxwell was the first to speak, and his question 
was a somewhat startling one. 

" Do you remember your mother, Dudgeon ? " 

" Perfectly, and as continually as I moimi her 
absence.** 

" You revere her memory ? " 

" Maxwell, my mother was to me and, indeed, to 
us all the embodiment of pure and holy woman- 
hood — to me she was perfect in all things but 
one." 

" And that was—? " 

" She was no CathoUc." 

" Catholic ? You surely are not one yourself, 
Dudgeon ? " 

" Not a Romanist, if that is what you mean by 
the word, but both my sister Winnie and myself, 
I rejoice to say, are Anglican Catholics.*' 

" I see ! So your mother was — ? *' 

" A Protestant, like my father, only beautiful 
and earnest and different to us all." 

They had reached the lodge gate and Maxwell 
turned suddenly to his companion and laid a 
hand on either of his somewhat narrow shoulders. 

** Catholic or Protestant, my boy," he exclaimed 
earnestly, "hold to her memory as a drowning 
man to the rope that constitute his only safety. 
Dudgeon, I am a wealthy man ; the enormous 
fortune I have inherited has already increased to 
an amount I sometimes shrink from computing ; 
but I tell you standing here beneath God*s sky, 
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as it were in the very presence of my Maker, the 
greatest treasure I possess to-night and one which 
outweighs all else as gold outweighs the dross 
which counterfeits it, is the memory of a gentle, 
loving, praying mother. No, don't come any 
further. Ta-ta, dear boy, I prefer my own 
company." 

As Clifford Dudgeon slowly retraced the 
moonlit avenue, under a sense of a strange, 
imexplicable awe he could not shake ofi, Maxwell 
strode onwards towards his magnificent home, 
which, wrapped in the silvery moonlight, dom- 
inated the view. 

" Am I then too late ? " he mused. " No, no. 
Why believe a silly country-side peace of gossip, 
wholly unworthy of that pretty little girl to 
repeat. Alas ! alas ! what is pulUng me back, 
when, if that scoundrel's papers are correct — and 
certainly they appear to be so — the path lies clear 
before me? If I only could be an out-and-out 
villain or an out-and-out saint, but one seems as 
impossible as the other. Oh ! little Pearl of the 
pure face and purer heart, only let me win the 
right to call you mine, and I will repay a 
thousandfold whatever wrong I may wade 
through to gain you, and yet — and yet — why 
falter ? — why hesitate like this ? — ^what is holding 
me back ? — is it mother's memory, or can it be 
Carlton's prayers ? " 



CHAPTER XII 

IN THE WOODS 

*' Do jovL remember the village church ? 
All life seemed May 
That Sabbath Day; 

Such cloudless joy to our souls was given 
It shone like a golden ladder to heaven.'* 

Thorold Tempest stood on the verandah at 
Brooklands, arrayed in broadcloth and silk hat, 
gloves, stick and prayer-book in hand; at his 
feet lay a splendid mastiff, slowly swinging his 
huge tail and looking up at him with beseeching 
brown eyes. 

" No, no, Bobs," he said, stooping to 
stroke the beautiful monster's head, "Church 
isn't for the virtuous among dogs, like you, 
but for miscreants among men, like me ; under- 
stand, my friend, that I am about to proceed to 
the only place where I may safely indulge in the 
luxury of calling my neighbours, as well as 
myself, miserable sinners. Were I to venture 
to instil into their minds the same honest and 
wholesome truths elsewhere, they would knock 
me down, or have me up for libel, they would, 
indeed. Bobs, and moreover — " 

But Bobs had bounded forward as Clare, a 
dainty little figure in the freshest of pink 
costumes, stepped upon the terrace. 
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" What nonsense are you talking to my dear, 
sensible old Bobs ? '* she said. 

How pretty she looked, the soft colour in her 
cheeks rivalling her dress. 

"Down, down, dear old Bobs! Oh, Thor, 
5o call Bobs off; it is really too hot for any- 
thing." 

"Then shall we give up the thought of 
church, and go for a stroll instead ? " 

" Thor, I believe you have grown perfectly 
wicked since you have been abroad. It won't be 
hot in the carriage, silly boy, and the church 
will be ever so cool, it is sure to be half empty. 
Mr Ibetson isn't much of a preacher and most 
of the people roimd go to the Moravians; 
Pearl and Gretchen have gone there this 
morning." 

"The Moravians ! Is there a Moravian church 
near? Clare, my dear, I have always possessed 
a consuming desire to attend a Moravian place 
of worship for once in my life, and as it is very 
unlikely that I shall be here another Sunday, 
I really cannot afford to lose this sole opportimity 
of gratifying my ardent desire. In which 
direction does the chapel or conventicle or 
whatever it is, lie ? Oh, there they are I 
Pearl in front, and fat little Gretchen mounting 
the stony stile. Explain to aunt, there's a sweet 
Uttle brick." 

And Thor bounded off with Bobs at his heels, 
leaving Clare pinker than ever, and with any- 
thing but a smile of approval on her fair little 
face. As for Thor, was there ever such a deep, 
designing young baronet as he ? As Pearl ^sA 
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her maid turned the comer into the cool, shady 
woodlands, they came face to face with that 
gentleman sauntering along a pathway; as cool 
and unabashed as if he had just started for a 
stroll, and Bobs coming bounding up at that 
moment completed the wicked deception. 

Pearl met him with a sweet, grave look. 

" I thought you had driven to church with 
the others," she said. 

*' I changed my mind at the last moment. 
Whither are you and my little friend Gretchen 
here, bound for ? '* 

" We are going to the Moravian church, just 
the other side of the wood." 

" May I come with you ? I have never been 
to a Moravian church, although I have often 
wished to." 

" Of course you may, Thor, only what shall 
we do with Bobs ? Oh, I know. We will ask 
the minister, Mr La Fayette, to shut him up 
in his coach-house. We must not leave him 
loose, daddy is so afraid of his being stolen, he 
is such a beauty." 

Thor did not answer, his eyes were fixed on 
the sweet face, and graceful figure clad in pure 
white, beside him ; perhaps he was thinking the 
epithet might have been better appUed elsewhere. 

The summer had been one to be recorded as 
almost unique in the annals of British 
meteorology. Ushered in by a wet May and early 
June it had continued, since then, in a spell of 
an almost unbroken succession of lovely days 
and nights, a condition which was eventually 
and delightfully prolonged into the late autumn. 
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As the three young people threaded the 
sylvan paths, Thor by Pearl's side and Gretchen 
in the rear, almost every step seemed to reveal 
fresh loveliness: now the tall dragon's-blood 
spread its crimson blossoms far above Thor's 
head; now the huge bracken intertwined their 
leaves into an archway under which they had to 
stoop to pass ; giant musk and the last of the 
stately fox-gloves adorned the banks on every 
side, and the earliest of green and red berries 
gleamed amidst the hedgerows. Wood-pigeons 
cooed to their mates from the tall elms above 
their heads, and the bright-eyed squirrels leapt 
from bough to bough, while, glistening through 
the foliage below them, the river sparkled in the 
sunshine, and delighted their ears with the soft 
rush of its waters as it giu'gled and leapt over 
its rocky bed. Ah! that rocky bed of the 
beautiful Wye ! but we must not antedate. 

Had a wadk ever been so lovely ! ! 

As the little party at length emerged from 
that enchanted wood and ascended the quaint 
little street that led to the plain, but not alto- 
gether unpicturesque, chapel, Thor wondered 
whether all the world knew it was a golden- 
lettered Sunday, and that he had been walking 
with his queen through Paradise. As they 
stepped together into the tiny churchyard, he 
could not refrain from bending low to her and 
repeating — 

" Thy dress was like the lOics, 
And thy heart as pure as they ; 
Sarely one of God*s own messengers, 
Wdked to Church with me to-da^." 
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Pearl raised her beautiful eyes, with a light 
in them that he knew was not of earth. 

" Dear Thor," she said softly, " I would like 
to be God's messenger to you to-day.*' 

"And what message would my angel bring 
me?" 

"That He loves you, Thor, so much that 
He came down Himself from heaven to die for 
you." And she stepped into the porch. 

As Thor knelt by Pearl's side, he was too 
absorbed in listening to her soft, clear voice in 
the responses and canticles, to pay much heed 
to the words of the simple but beautiful liturgy 
of the "Church of the United Brethren"; but 
by the time the sermon began he had become 
more in touch with his surroundings ; the yoimg 
preacher's words were very simple ; there was no 
attempt at oratory and originality, but there 
was a straightforwardness and directness about 
them which went to Thor's heart and stirred 
feelings which brought him back with a bound 
to the days when as a little child he knelt by 
his mother's knee; even Pearl was, for the 
moment, forgotten as he found himself listening, 
once again after many years, to the teaching of 
his childhood. " God so loved the world that 
He gave—'" " Gave what ? " said the preacher, 
bending forward. "Eden — yes, but man for- 
feited it. Laws — yes, but man broke them. 
Priests, Prophets and Martyrs — yes, and men 
derided and stoned them. What more could 
God give? His Son, His only Son, although 
He knew they would crucify Him — ^my friends, 
still He gave Him, why ? Because " whosoever — 
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whosoever — believeth in Him shall never perish, 
but shall have everlasting life.*' My brother, my 
sister, let me ask you in all tenderness, in all 
faithfulness, as absolutely to your heart as if 
there were no one present here but you and I, — 
and God, do you believe in Him ? That is, are 
you willing to trust the whole of your soul's 
salvation for time and eternity to the bare word 
of Jesus Christ. If so, believe me', or rather 
believe Him, your trust will never fail. Let 
come what will, sorrow, pain, loss, separation, 
death, nothing can really touch you ; all things 
are yours, all the wealth of Love in the Divine 
heart of the Eternal God is yours, aU His 
promises of grace in this Book He has given are 
for you. Pardon for the past, cleansing for the 
present, the loveliness of nature on such a holy day 
as this, peace always, victory over temptation — 
Heaven and Love and God Himself are yours; 
when you stretch out the hand of Faith and take 
God's gift — His only Begotten Son Jesus Christ, 
— ^you take all that! Will you not enter with 
ail your heart and soul upon such a heritage, 
prepared and waiting for you to-day ? " 

The walk home through the woods was for 
some time a very silent one; Gretchen had come 
across a friend and had asked permission to walk 
back with her across the meadows. Bobs, who 
had emerged from his imprisonment more 
rampant than ever, had been induced to ac- 
company the maids, his boisterous presence would 
certainly not have aided the ascent up the 
slippery woodland paths. Pearl, in her thin 
summer shoes, found it more arduous than she 
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expected, and was therefore, quite willing to fall 
in with Thor's proposition to rest for awhile on 
a soft green bank under a magnificent elm 
tree. 

"There's plenty of time before two o'clock," 
he said, looking at his watch, and throwing 
himself on the grass beside her. " I say, Pearl, 
is that man we have just heard the regular 
clergyman or minister or whatever you call 
him?" 

" Yes, he has been here for about two years ; 
but the Moravians never let their ministers 
remain long in the same post. I don't suppose 
he will be here much longer: Thor, do you mind 
telling me exactly what you think of his 
sermon ? " 

" If he is right. Pearl, I think, nay, I am sure 
of it, half the world is wrong." 

" How do you mean ? I don't think I quite 
understand." 

" Well, take, for instance, Winnie and Clifford 
Dudgeon. They are both upright, harmless, 
earnest yoimg people ; there is something parti- 
cularly true and reliable about Miss Dudgeon, 
and certainly if poor Clifford is not breathlessly 
interesting he has no guile whatever ; and yet 
the sermon we have listened to this morning is 
in direct opposition to what they both beUeve to 
be true. La Fayette, if that's his name, spoke 
of salvation as a perfectly and absolutely free 
gift. Winnie Dudgeon, on the contrary, believes 
it can only be obtained by a life of earnestness 
and devotion, and, above all, by a constant par- 
taking of what she and those of her school 
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believe to be the actual Body and Blood of the 
Lord Jesus Christ." 

"And do you believe this too ? " 

** My dear Pearl, sometimes it seems to me 
that I believe in nothing. Ah ! now I have 
grieved you, I ought not to have said this, and 
yet — Oh ! my dear, it is all so hard." 

Pearl was regarding him with wide, open 
lustrous eyes. 

"Thor," she said at length, in one of those 
sweet, shy tones of hers that thrilled Thor to 
his very soul, " would it comfort you one little 
bit to think that the little square of bread and 
the few drops of the wine we take at Holy Com- 
munion was really the very actual Body and 
Blood of our Lord?" 

" I don't know ; sometimes I feel that I should 
like to believe so." 

"Why?" 

"Oh, well, you see our idea of God is, after 
all, more or less of an abstraction ; we can't see 
Him, or hear Him, and therefore it does seem, I 
must confess, a little helpful to have something 
material and tangible to help one when praying. 
If I can only believe God is materially present 
on the altar it would be very easy to go and 
pray to Him, and talk to Him, far better 
than when there's nothing but, as I say, an 
abstraction." 

" * God is a spirit, and they that worship Him 
must worship Him in spirit and in truth.' Thor, 
did you ever think who it was who said those 
words ? " 

" No ; simply because I don't know \ -^ 
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heathen knows as much of the Bible as I do, I 
fear." 

" It was the Lord Jesus Himself. I cannot 
understand how anyone dare to worship Him 
materially after that." 

" Well, it is rather a knock-down blow for them, 
I must confess." 

"And Thor, I have often thought that when 
the Romanists and Rituahsts say the Lord is 
really present on the altar, meaning that He is 
bodily present, if any dreadful thing were to 
happen, suppose the church took fire, or someone 
cameinto the church when they wereall alone there 
to rob or injure them, what would that material 
presence do for them ? Would a hand be out- 
stretched to save them, I mean a material hand ? 
But to thoSe who, in the tmnult of danger or mis- 
fortune, with the eye of faith see Him who is in- 
visible ; how calm, how fearless, how brave they 
become. Oh, Thor, believe me," continued the girl 
inanimpassionedvoice,claspingherhandstogether, 
while the soft colour stole into her cheeks, " when 
the inward eye is once opened to behold spiritual 
realities, and the moral loveliness of our adorable 
Lord dawns upon the soul, in all His imspeakable 
beauty, when with trembling lips we can say, 
* I have found Him whom my soul loveth \ 
then, dear Thor, apart from all its idolatry, 
this poor little material conception of His 
Godhead becomes so poor, so mean, so pitiful, 
that I could weep in sheer pity for those 
whose spiritual horizons are bounded by such 
puny Umits." 

Thor did not answer, he sat silently poking the 
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end of his stick among the dead leaves on the root- 
paved path. 

** WeU, little girl," he said, suddenly rising and 
giving his hand to Pearl, '' it is almost time we 
were making tracks for home or we shall have the 
whole establishment turning out to look for 
us." 

There was the sound of simdry crackings in the 
underwood behind them, and the next instant 
the ugly visage of StiUman appeared through the 
opening. 

" I beg your pardon, sir, but — I have lost my 
way." 

** Then I advise you to find it," said Thor 
curtly, as, motioning Pearl to precede him, he 
turned upon his heel. 

The man stood for an instant gazing after him, 
with a dark scowl and clenched fists, the next, 
with a muttered oath hissing between his teeth, 
he once again disappeared in the thick under- 
growth. 



CHAPTER XIII 

A GENTLE RITUALIST 

" We need not bid for cloistered cell, 
Our labour and our work farewell ; 
Nor try to wind ourselves too high 
For sinful man below the sky. 
The trivial round, the common task, 
Would promise all we ought to ask, 
Room to deny ourselves — a road 
To lead us daily nearer God."— Ksbblb. 

Winifred Dudgeon sat at the small writing- 
table in her bedroom, buried in a train of thought 
which, to judge from the happy smile wreathing 
her lips, and the light which shone from her gentle 
grey eyes, must have been of no unpleasing nature. 
Hers was the only compartment in the large 
rambling old mansion in which, as Barbara 
expressed it, the good fairy, Order, could find 
a resting-place for the sole of her foot. The 
chamber was, however, only scantily furnished ; 
a few sacred prints adorned the walls, a large 
ebony and silver crucifix, from which a rosary 
was attached, hung over the bed's head ; a bijou 
altar, on which rested another crucifix, two large 
candles and a vase of late summer flowers, stood 
before a small window ; above it a beautiful copy 
of Sasso Ferato's " Madonna." There was also 
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some plainly constructed book-shelves suspended 
against the wall, containing various manuals of 
devotion, chiefly Romish. The polished floor 
was absolutely carpetless, neither was there a 
sofa or a lounge of any description to be seen, 
while a cupboard built in the wall took the place 
of a wardrobe ; altogether the room possessed a 
decidedly ascetic character, evidently purposely 
effected by its young occupant. As she sat in her 
dainty morning wrapper, adorned with the bloom 
and attractiveness of early womanhood, with 
the sunbeams straying and dancing around her, 
there certainly existed an incongruity and lack 
of harmony between the girl and her surroundings, 
constituting as they did the outward shrine of her 
maidenhood as that of the mistress of one of the 
stately homes of England. But to Winnie 
Dudgeon her bedroom, in its inartistic severity, 
lay entirely in line with her fondest aspirations, 
and approximated as nearly as was possible, under 
a Protestant roof, to the cell of the recluse which 
she so often assured her inexperienced heart she 
longed to become. There were moments, however, 
and the present was one of them, when she allowed 
rein to her natural girlish impulses, although 
conscious, the while, that such relaxations would 
be visited by the stem rebuke of the inward 
monitor of her own ideal, which, but too frequently, 
sat upon the seat of conscience. 

On this occasion her happy reverie was suddenly 
put to flight by a quick knock at the door, followed 
immedately by the entrance of her sister Barbara. 

" Winnie, is it true ? Is Sir Thorold Tempest 
really coming to-day ? " 
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Yes. If you had come down in time for 
breakfast, Babs, you would have heard the letter 
he wrote to father saying he would Uke to 
spend a couple of days with us before going to 
Canada." 

" Oh. I say, what a jolly lark ! I like Thorold 
Tempest to distraction. Who is going to meet 
him?" 

" I don't know. Perhaps we shall all go, as we 
did last time ; he isn't due till the 3.30 train." 

" Well, the news has given you a colour, my 
dear, and no mistake," observed Miss Barbara, 
bestowing a kiss on her sister's glowing cheek. 
** I say, Winnie, don't you go and fall in love with 
this same handsome young baronet. What would 
become of us all without one quiet little head 
to keep us in order ? We should all go careering 
oflf like the hands of a dock, * sans pendulum'. " 

" You needn't be one Uttle bit afraid, Babs," 
answered the elder girl, with a quiet smile. 
" Thorold Tempest and I, I hope, will always 
remain the good friends we are at present ; but 
neither of us would ever dream of becoming 
anything more to each other, if we were to meet 
every day for the next twenty years. Besides, 
Babs, dear, do imderstand once and for ever, that 
Winifred Dudgeon is never going to marry any 
man. Haven't you all learnt by this time that the 
one longing desire of my heart is — " 

" Bosh and nonsense ! " exclaimed Babs, bounc- 
ing sidewa}^ on to the nearest chair and fold- 
ing her arms resolutely over the back. *' Father 
would never allow it." 

** I believe he would," answered Winnie gently, 
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"if only you were ready to take my place as 
mistress and housekeeper." 

" Me take your place ? If you are waiting for 
that, to leave us all and to go into some sentimental 
sickly sisterhood of sour old maids, thank goodness 
youll have to wait long enough. No — no — I'm 
not made that way, my dear, and — and, — " 
suddenly the girl's boisterous manner gave place 
to a wistful gentleness — "sweet mother would 
never have approved of the cruel step you are 
contemplating," and the tears stood in Bab's 
eyes. 

Winnie's lips grew firm, while her cheek paled. 

" Babs, dear," she answered, " a true vocation 
to the life of a religious is a matter which lies 
entirely outside the arena of even the highest 
and most sacred human relationship. I must 
obey God rather than man." 

"Then obey God by keeping the fifth com- 
mandment, not by breaking father's heart and 
leaving the home in which He has placed you, 
to go and live among a parcel of strangers so 
that you may say your prayers after a particular 
pattern and to do exactly what some man and a 
lot of women,who know nothing whatever of your 
character and disposition, tell you to do, simply 
and entirely because they do tell you — " 

* Babs, you know nothing of what you are 
sa}dng. I cannot, I must not listen to you 
further." 

But the younger girl had sprung to her feet and 
scarcely seemed to heed the interruption. 

" I tell you, Winnie, if I could believe that the 
God of the Bible, the God of Love, te»3i\?j \^ 
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quired this of you, of us, to-morrow would find 
me an infidel. There, you have my sentiments 
at anyrate," she continued, returning to her 
usual manner. '' And now I'm off. I promised 
Thomas to go and inspect the new litter of puppies. 
I suppose we shall hear at lunch who is to go to 
meet Thorold Tempest. I'm sorry he's off to the 
frigid zone, he's a nice boy." 

But only Clifford after all drove to meet his 
former tutor. One of the carriage horses had 
become lame, and the dog-cart, therefore, was 
requisitioned. 

The three girk, however, with Sir Arthur in 
their midst, stood at the lodge gates to welcome 
their guest as he drove up. He sprang from his 
seat as the gig stopped and was soon in their 
midst, laughing, shaking hands, answering and 
asking questions at one and the same 
minute. 

Winnie's thoughtful eye, however, perceived a 
change, unmistakeable as it was sad, from his 
former manner and appearance. His mirth 
appeared to her to be strained and unnatural, 
and there was a decided look about his handsome 
features which told of sharp mental conflict. 
She found herself wondering whether hers were 
the only eyes which had pierced through all this 
gay exterior to the haunting shadow which lay 
beyond it. 

" Hurrah for Thorold Tempest, he is jollier 
than ever," was Babs' remark as the three girls 
entered the drawing-room from the dinner- 
table that evening. " He's absolutely gone upon 
the pups. I've promised to keep the best of the 
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lot for him. I hope it won't be a very adult 
doggie before he returns to claim it." 

*' So do I," said Madge, standing before the 
pier glass and arranging a too obtrusive curl to 
her satisfaction. He's so perfectly delightful. But 
all the same I don't call him really as handsome 
as Mr Maxwell. It's hard to lose our nicest men 
friends just as we have got to know them. Oh, 
how I wish Dad could be persuaded to give a 
dance before Sir Thorold goes." 

" Don't be such an idiot, Madge ! A dance ; 
who on earth is there to come to it ? But, 
Winnie, do you know how long he is staying 
here ? " 

*' Only until Saturday, I believe. Clifford and 
I both begged of him to remain over Simday, 
we wanted so much to drive him to Bellingham 
to hear Father Weaver ; but he says he must 
leave on Saturday." 

" What a beastly shame ! And what is he going 
to do in Canada ? " 

" I don't exactly know ; but here they come. 
You had better ask for yourself, if you wish to, 
Madge." 

" So I will. Sir Thorold," said the girl, ad- 
vancing towards Thor, as he, at that moment, 
entered the drawing-room followed by her brother, 
"why are you going to those dreadful Arctic 
regions ? " 

"To escape inquisitive girls in England, I 
should think," said Clifford Dudgeon, looking 
annoyed. 

" No ; but do tell me," persisted the imabashed 
Madge. " Why do you want to leave dfc^.\ OA 



142 SPARKS 

England to go to icy Canada just when the most 
delightful time in all the year for dances and things 
is coming ? ** 

'* To earn my living, Miss Madge." 

This somewhat startling answer disconcerted 
even Madge, and she blushed furiously, but she 
was a plucky, if audacious, little girl, and held 
to her guns. 

" Oh ! how delightful ! " she exclaimed, with 
a sudden display of tact that few would have 
suspected her of possessing. " Then you are 
going to hunt whales and seals and polar bears. 
Oh, Sir Thorold, do bring me home some of 
their skins ! I should love to have a mantle of 
white polar bearskin down to my feet." 

" Not so much as I should love to see you in 
it," answered Thor, smiling ; " you would look like 
a robin in a snowstorm. But unfortunately, 
Miss Madge, I fear I must divest the kind interest 
you take in my future life in Canada of anything 
half so romantic and delightful as hunting or 
fishing either. An old college chum has offered me 
a secretarial post in a Government office at 
Quebec, which I have accepted, and I sail from 
Liverpool next Wednesday." 

But by this time Madge was demolished and 
had crept to Winnie's side, who at once came to 
her rescue. 

" I am sure Sir Thorold would like to hear that 
glee, * The Wreath ', don't you call it, Madge ? 
You can play the accompaniment as well as take 
the alto. Come, Babs, do get the music. You 
would like to hear it, would you not. Sir 
Thorold ? " 
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** I should enjoy nothing better on earth,** 
answered Thor, who had his own private reason 
for heartily seconding the proposition. 

" But why don't you play for us, Winnie ? " 
asked Madge, still looking a little shy. 

" Because, dear, I promised to go to the lodge 
to dress poor old Richard's leg the last thing 
before he goes to sleep. I am afraid I cannot even 
stay to listen to you, or to the quartette, I hope 
Sir Thorold will join in presently. These old- 
fashioned north coimtry people go to bed so 
very early, they would consider half-past nine 
the acme of dissipation," she added, turning 
to Thor. " I am sorry to have to ask you to 
excuse me." 

" Which I do not intend to do," he answered, 
"until I see you into the lodge door. You 
must let me have the pleasure of accompany- 
ing you. Miss Dudgeon. Oh, here comes Sir 
Arthur. Will you, sir, take my place as audience 
for a few minutes, while I do myself the honour of 
accompan3dng Miss Dudgeon down the avenue ? 
She is intent, it seems, on one of her Lady Bountiful 
visits to your lodgekeeper." 

'* Certainly, dear boy, and I will smoke a weed 
on the terrace meanwhile ; but mind you come 
back in time to join me before we turn in. We can 
hear the music just as well outside. Besides, I 
want you to give us * The Wanderer ' to-night, 
if Winnie can manage the accompaniment." 

" I will try my best," was the answer, " but we 
country girls are not accustomed to such voices 
as Sir Thorold's every day, are we father ? " 

" Indeed not. However, be off with, '^^xi.^ 
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and you youngsters fire away there. What a 
superb night ! " 

Sir Arthur might well say so. The harvest 
moon, almost at its full, was already mounting the 
clear opal of the cloudless sky, and shedding her 
silvery radiance on the beautiful and romantic 
scenery around. In the distance the water of the 
river sparkled like sapphire, and the soft tinkle of 
the sheep bells from the purple moorlands stole 
softly through the still air. 

Thor and his companion strolled on together 
beneath the arching boughs of the magnificent 
beech-trees for some moments in a silence which 
seemed bom of the beauty of the hour. 

" I have something very real to say to you," 
the young man said at length, '' and I am thankful 
for this opportunity of doing so ; for, will you 
pardon my presumption if I say it is for your 
ear alone ? '* 

" I can only regard the fact that you are willing 
to trust me so far, in the light of a privilege, Sir 
Thorold." 

** Miss Dudgeon, do you know that something 
seemed to tell me, almost the first moment I saw 
you, that you were going to be my friend. Does 
this surprise you ? " 

" No, for I am not sure that I did not, to some 
little extent, show the feeling." 

" That sounds rather striking, does it not ? 
Do you remember the little t^lk we had 
the morning you drove me to Houghton 
Towers ? " 

" Perfectly. You had been passing through 
^reat trouble." 
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" I had, God knows, but the crowning sorrow 
of my life had yet to come." 

Winnie lifted a quiet, questioning face to his. 

" Are you going to tdl me what that is, Sir 
Thorold," she asked softly. 

" I love Pearl Beresford." 

" And she—" 

" You mean, does she care for me. I cannot tell 
you. There have been times when I have thought 
her heart is another's, and then again — but what 
boots it whether she loves me or not ? she is as 
far removed from me at this present moment as 
that pure limpid star that is trembling into 
light." 

" Pardon me, but you are speaking in enigmas, 
Sir Thorold." 

" Miss Dudgeon, bring the fine common- 
sense, with which you have been so richly endowed, 
into play. What have I to offer a girl brought 
up, as she has been, in affluence and even luxury, 
but an empty title (which I should have discarded 
from the first had not it been my father*s almost 
dying wish that I should retain it) and a bare 
pittance of £200 a year." 

" But surely, this post in Canada — " 

" Yes, there is, I trust, something to 
hope for there. Our kinsfolk across the 
Atlantic pay more respect to anything in the 
shape of a title, even if only a poor baronet's, 
than we do in the homeland, and with 
Gainsborough's influence this appointment may 
possibly lead to the diplomatic service, which, 
as perhaps you know, may mean either nothing 
or almost anything, and therefote tVifc ^Sxafc xoa?j 

K 
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come when I shall feel myself in a position to 
ask for my treasure." 

" And does Doctor Beresford know ? " 

" Yes. I have written to him, and he and 
Amit Naomi are therefore in possession of 
my reasons, of which I feel sure they will approve, 
for my not returning to Brooklands to bid them 
good-bye before I start for Canada." 

"Oh, if only I could help you!" 

" And because you can. Miss Winnie, I have 
sought this interview and have ventured to 
burden you with my confidence." 

" But what can I do ? here we are at the 
lodge ! Poor old Richard will be waiting for me, 
and I must not linger long. Will you tell me 
quickly ? " 

" I am going to ask you to make it your business 
to become PearFs friend." 

" Gladly I will. Mrs Beresford has invited 
us to stay with them in London this winter. 
I see it all now. You want to be kept in 
touch with — with all that truly concerns her, is 
it not so ? " 

** Miss Ehidgeon, I shall begin to think you are 
a dairyoyante. I am quite sure that I shall 
hear nothing of my little darling in any letters 
I receive from either Doctor or Mrs Beresford. 
They will think the greatest kindness they can 
effect is to help me to forget her. To forget my 
Pearl ! Oh, heavens ! And there are reasons 
why I cannot ask dear old Carl to help me to 
know about her. If she should become — become 
engaged to any other fellow, for instance, or any- 
thing else, you know," 
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They had reached the lodge and were standing 
in the shadow of the tiny creeper-covered porch. 

" Sir Thorold," Winnie said, holding out her 
hand, " I give you my promise to serve you to 
the best of my power, and, God helping me, I will 
keep my word." 

lliorold took the girl's soft little hand in both 
his and bent over it, imtil his lips almost touched it. 

" God bless you and reward you," he whispered 
hoarsely but fervently. 

There was a slight rustle near at hand. 

" Most likely a snake or a weasel," said Winnie, 
" there are so many about. If you care to wait 
for me I shall not be long, Sir Thorold." 

" I will wait for you, till the morning if neces- 
sary," was the emphatic answer. 

As the door closed upon the slight figure, Thor 
turned towards the lodge gate, and passed out 
into the road. As he did so he caught sight of a 
figure hastening on in front of him in the direction 
of Houghton Towers. 

** I declare if it's not that ubiquitous scoundrel 
Stillman," was his inward comment. " Could he 
have been the snake in the grass we have just 
heard ? I shouldn't be surprised. I really begin to 
believe that this Uriah Heep of a fellow is going 
to be my evil genius. I have little doubt 
he has a grudge against me for the past, the 
sneaking villain. Ah ! how poor father trusted 
him ! I should have imagined, though, that this 
Maxwell, who seems a decent kind of fellow, would 
have been too 'cute not to see through him. 
Faugh ! the prowling miscreant is not worth two 
thoughts, and he shan't have 'em." 



CHAPTER XIV 

A FRIEND IN NEED IS A FRIEND INDEED 

" There undisturbed could think of, and could thank 
Her, whose submissive spirit was to me 
Rule and restraint — my guardian — shall I say 
That earthly Providence, whose guiding love 
Within a port of rest had lodged me safe.*'— Wordsworth. 

The dog-cart had been waiting fully half-an-hour 
before the entrance at Brooklands, for caUers had 
waylaid Doctor and Mrs Beresford as they were 
crossing the hall for their afternoon drive, and 
Zenobia, a beautiful bay mare, was evincing 
sundry signs of impatince. 

" Its the only thing she gets a bit restive 
over,'* observed Thomas, the groom, as he patted 
her sleek neck, to the gardener, who was at that 
moment crossing the terrace. " It's to be hoped 
the master ain't got anything but a straight- 
for'rd drive this afternoon, for the yoimg 
lady's temper's a bit up, I can tell that, and it 
wouldn't take more'n half a traction to make her 
fairly bolt." 

" Then you tell him so, Thomas," answered 
the man, as he loitered for a moment, rake in 
hand. 

" Me tell him ? He'd as good as bid me to 
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mind my own business. He's driven Nobia for 
the last ten years, and reckons he knows more'n 
I do about her little tantrums ; bet he don't, 
thoygh, for aU that." 

" All the more reason why you should tell him 
then," answered the gardener as he passed on ; 
*' who knows whether there mightn't be summat 
on your conscience for all your years if you 
didn't." 

" Not me," answered the groom, with an 
obstinate shake of his close-cropped head. 

At that instant the doctor appeared, leading 
his wife down the steps. 

" Come, my love, don't linger," he said, as Mrs 
Beresford turned to speak a few kind words to the 
groom. " I must call at Robbins about those 
chemicals I have ordered, and we have been 
hindered quite long enough. Zenobia hates 
waiting," he added, as he took the reins from the 
man's hands. " Now then, gently, gently, old 
. lady." 

Thomas stood for a few moments watching the 
dog-cart as it almost flew down the avenue. 

" There, didn't I say so," he muttered to him- 
self, " *e knows all about Nobia, bless you, and 
would have shut me up pretty quick if I'd a 
said two words. Now the missus, she's a lady in 
a thousand, she is. God bless her, I say. I'll teU 
my little Sal 'ow she asked after her, it'U 
please the poor little maid," and a soft light stole 
into his eyes as he thought of his crippled child* 
" I say, though Nobia is going it, and no mistake." 

She was indeed, as Thomas's vernacular ex- 
pressed it, "going it." For the first quarter of 
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an hour Dr Beresford found it all he could do to 
keep her in. 

"I hope she's all right, my love," said Mrs 
Beresford, a little anxiously, with a decided feeUng 
of nerves, as trees and hay stacks rushed by. 

" Perfectly right. She's only a little fresh and 
will soon settle down into her usual motion. 
There — ^there — softly — softly, old girl." 

The speed gradually tokened, and Mrs 
Beresford leant back with a thankful feeling of 
relief. 

" There, isn't this all right ? " said the doctor, 
turning round to smile into the sweet face beside 
him. 

" Quite, my love ; but would it not have been 
as well to bring Thomas ? Suppose Zenobia were 
to take it into her head to bolt while you are 
speaking to Robbins." 

" My darling girl, I have never known you so 
nervous. I needn't go in at all. I will get Robbins 
to come out to speak to me. I had a reason for 
not wishing Thomas to come ; I never quite know 
how much he can overhear, and I am anxious to 
have a Uttle private talk with you, Naomi." 

" About what, dear love ? " 

" About a letter which I have received by this 
afternoon's post from Thor." 

"FromThor!" 

" Yes, just the manly, high toned, blue-blooded 
letter one would have expected the dear fellow 
to write under the circimistances." 

" Under what circimistances ? " 

" Naomi, he loves our little Pearl." 

''Thor loves Pearl?" 
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" Yes, he says — ^but I would rather you read 
his letter for yourself, my love." 

Mrs Beresford's hand shook as she took the 
envelope directed in Thor*s bold clear hand- 
writing from her husband. Her face was deadly 
pale. When the doctor at length turned towards 
her, she sat with one hand shading her eyes, the 
other held the letter to her heart, and her soft 
tears were faUing upon it. 

** Oh ! husband," she exclaimed, " what a letter, 
what a noble, magnificent, I was going to say 
holy letter, and he never to see her again until 
he can trust himself in her presence. Oh, my 
dear ! my dear I if we could only let him have 
her, my Clara's boy, the dearest, fondest wish of 
my heart would be granted. Is it impossible, 
George ? " 

Dr Beresford suddenly drew his driving glove 
across his eyes, and began vigorously clearing his 
throat. 

** My love," he said at length, a trifle huskily, 
"should we be doing our duty to our child to 
allow it. Thor, dear fellow, is all but a pauper. 
What is £200 a year ? and think of the life of 
comfort and even of luxury our little girl has 
been accustomed to." 

** But, George, there is my settlement." 

" To be divided between the two girls. No, 
my Naomi, the dowry that you and I can jointly 
settle upon our daughter is not sufficient, or 
nearly so, for either of them to 'marry, unless — 
heaven above knows it is in no mercenary spirit 
I say it, my darling, but' I could not possibly — 
especially as my own affairs stand at the present 
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moment, allow any man to pay his address to 
either of our girlies, unless he had at least £1,000 
a year ; but don't look so distressed, my wife, we 
do not know what may lie in the future, and our 
darlings are such babies, it is ridiculous to 
trouble our heads about husbands for them for a 
good while to come. All I can say, regarding 
Thorold, my love, is that apart from his financial 
position, their is no man living to whom I could 
sooner entrust the happiness of either of our 
daughters. But Naomi, there is one very pleasing 
feature in this business, and that is that the dear 
boy must have quite got over his liking for 
Rowena Douglas.*' 

" You know our wise little Clare always said it 
was simply an infatuation on Thor's part, and I 
think the sequel has shown she was right." 

" Cute little puss. I almost wonder that she, 
instead of Pearl, is not the lady of Thorold's 
choice. But here we are at Robbins, and I 
expect that's his little grand-daughter at the 
gate," 

" Here little one, go and ask grandfather if he 
will come out to speak to Dr Beresford." 

But at that instant the head of the old canier 
appeared through the upper window, looking 
down upon them. 

*' I'm mighty sorry, sir." he called out, but I'm 
all bound up with the gout, and can't move, and 
there ain't no one in the house but the little maid. 
I'd make bold to ask the lady in too, sir, only I 
ain't got ne'er a one to hold the nag's head, sir." 

'*Well, have you the chemicals, Robbins, Dr 
Beresford called up to him. 
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" IVe got summat, sir, but I don't know just 
rightly which they be ; if you'd be as good, sir, 
to step up for a moment, sir, no doubt as you could 
tell which they be. They are all right 'andy, sir." 

" Should you be afraid to be left, my love ? " 
the doctor said, turning to his wife; "you see 
Zenobia is quite quiet now. and there appears no 
sign of anything coming either way.'* 

" Oh no ! I am sure its perfectly safe. I am 
not in the slightest degree nervous now, and 
Zenobia looks as quiet as a lamb.'' 

Dr Beresford accordingly stepped into the 
cottage, and his wife could hear his footsteps 
mounting the high narrow stairs to the old man's 
bedroom, and then all was quiet, and Mrs Beres- 
ford returned to her letter and her musings over 
Thor's passionate avowal of his deathless love for 
their httle Pearl. Did the child return his 
devotion ? As the mother sat in the stillness of 
the fair sunny evening her thought slowly drifted 
back to many a little episode of look and manner 
which had arrested her at the time, but which 
had been forgotten, until that moment, when 
they arose before her in a wholly new light and 
charged with a fresh meaning. Was Pearl, her 
little tender nursling, to suffer too ? 

So absorbed did the lady become in the tide 
of conflicting emotions, which were bearing her 
thoughts far away from actual surroundings, that 
she was entirely unconscious of Lettie's bright 
eyes peeping shyly through the bars of the little 
green gate at "ye pretty lady," until a still 
more interesting object diverted the httle one's 
attention in the approach of a huge traction 
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engine, slowly puffing into sight along the smooth 
country road. But Mrs Beresford still sat on, 
wrapped in fond and tearful thought, until a 
sudden tug of the reins recalled her wandering 
faculties, only to feel them jerked violently from 
her grasp, as the terrified animal veered wildly 
roimd and commenced to dash madly along 
towards a deep and dangerous dip in the road, 
almost immediately before her eyes. She could 
never relate what happened next, she was only 
conscious of being swayed from side to side as 
she clung to the splash board, and trees and 
hedgerows rushed by her in one stretch of pro- 
longed and awful speed; and then a sudden 
shock and pause, and stillness, and two strong 
arms were lifting her somewhere into safety — 
and then — was it weeks or years or moments? 
She woke to find her husband's hps on her fore- 
head and his arms around her. 

" Drink this, my precious." It was her George's 
voice that spoke and his hand that held the flask 
to her lips. But oh! how husky was the one 
and how trembling the other. 

She opened her eyes, her head was pillowed 
softly on her husband's knee, and a stranger was 
kneeling on the grass beside her, regarding her 
with kind wistful eyes. 

"Ah! this is splendid," he said gently, "you 
will soon be quite all right again, Mrs Beres- 
ford." 

" My precious love," Dr Beresford whispered, 
huskily, " this gentleman has — has — saved — " he 
got no further, for the first time in all their 
married life, this quiet man of science was weep- 
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ing convulsively. No wonder that her own tears 
fell in sympathy with his. 

The stranger arose and laid a quiet, calming 
hand on the doctor's heaving shoulder. 

"I have sent for a carriage to take Mrs 
Beresford home,*' he said, quietly, " and I am 
now leaving you in order to go to Brooklands to 
prepare your daughters for the glad news of this 
wonderful escape from what might have been 
serious injury, in order that the dear lady made 
be spared any undue agitation." 

The gentle hint went home, and Dr Beresford 
forced back his emotion sufficiently to grasp the 
hand of his deUverer with a fervent " God bless 
you." 

"Tell me all about it, George. Who is that 
gentleman ? Mrs Beresford whispered feebly. 

" I will tell you everything, my precious, when 
you have taken another tiny sip of this excellent 
brandy. Ah! that's right. The man who has 
just left us, dear love, is a Mr Loftus Maxwell ; 
he has taken the "Moorings," that pretty place 
we noticed by the river's side the last time we 
drove down to Tintem ; he was riding with his 
groom when he heard the clatter of Zenobia's 
hoofs. Do you remember, sweetheart, she bolted 
at Robbins' door, with you in the carriage ? " 

Mrs Beresford gave a slight shudder. 

" Yes, I remember, George, and he saved me." 

" Yes, and at the riskof life and limb, wife. He 
must be a splendid fellow ; he sprang from his 
saddle and threw the reins to his man, and then 
he rushed forward with outstretched arms to- 
wards Zenobia ; she slightly veered on one side. 
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and he was just able to catch hold of the float- 
ing ribbons with force sufficient to bring the 
jade to a stop— had he not been able to do so— 
Ah ! the thought is unbearable ! " 

" He would have been killed. Ah ! dear 
George, shall we ever be able to repay him ? " 

*' Never, my sweet one, for he has given back 
to me that which is infinitely more precious than 
anything else the world contains." 

Mrs Beresford crept close to her husband's 
side ; his love was very precious to her, but the 
tears were again welling in her gentle eyes. 

" George," she whispered, " what is it our little 
Pearl would say ? " 

•' What would Pearl say ? " 

" That it was the guiding hand of divine love 
that led our brave neighbour to our deliverance 
to-day." 

" That's what Pearl would say, is it ? Well it 
is a harmless faith enough at all events. But 
here comes the promised carriage, Naomi, and 
an extra servant on the box to help you in, how 
truly thoughtful." 

But Mrs Beresford was so far recovered from 
her shock and terror to require but little assist- 
ance beyond that of her husband's arm. 

" My dear girl," remarked Dr Beresford, as they 
were bowling pleasantly along on the latest of 
Bee tyres, "do you know it has just struck 
me that this splendid neighbour of ours, 
must be the very man we have heard so much 
about." 

"You mean that enormously rich Mr Loftus 
Maxwell that Thor talks so about." 
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•' Yes, the man that his friend, Carlton Rivers, 
is with." 

'' Oh ! I am so glad, George ; perhaps we shall 
be able to find out through Mr Rivers if there is 
any way in which we can serve him. There may 
possibly be something that he would very much 
like to possess which we might be able — ^to— *' 

" Give him ; he should have it, my dear, even, 
as that old rip of a king once said, ' to the half 
of my kingdom.* " 



CHAPTER XV 

HUGH RIVERS 

** No, not despairingly come I to Thee, 
No, not distnistingly bend I the knee, 
Sin hath gone over me — black sins have covered me, 
Sin upon sin. 
Yet is this still my plea, 

Jesus hath died.*'— Bonar. 

Constance Conway sat on the rocky beach 
at Puddleford gazing seaward, with sadly 
troubled eyes. Life at that moment presented 
somewhat of an enigma to her, on every side, the 
fact that her beautiful voice had never returned 
to her, since her dire illness, proved a painful 
subject of contemplation to the girl, whose small 
income was insufficient for her personal require- 
ments, modest as they were. Her health was still 
deUcate, and she shraok from the only alternative 
course which seemed open to her, that of 
obtaining a post as governess in a private family 
or a school ; but, perhaps, that which constituted 
the cause of the melancholy which was stealing 
over her, and which was robbing her of all her 
former brightness and rest of spirit, was, in reality, 
that the Creed she had adopted, which had 
appeared to possess so much to lean upon and to 
deUght in, during the days of her health and 
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prosperity, had nothing to say to her in this 
season of weakness and failure. ''Science and 
Health, a key to the Scriptures," the vademecum 
of the Christian Scientist, lay open before her, 
but her sad eyes had been searching its pages in 
vain for some word from the founder to illumine 
the darkness which seemed to be closing around 
her. For some reason the thought of her gentle 
nurse, and constant companion for so many weeks, 
only awoke a deeper pain within her. Here was 
a woman, approadiing middle life, almost alone in 
the world, with home and loved ones all buried in 
the past, compelled to return to the sordid life of a 
London lodging-house keeper, while all her heart's 
delight lay in coimtry scenes, and yet always 
happy, always restful, alwa3rs full of sympathy 
for others, and ever ready to render a sweet and 
willing service wherever such was possible. Well, 
were not Christian Scientists all that too. Yes — 
in a way ! and yet ! — 

The soimd of an advancing footstep among the 
shingles caused her to turn quickly. The Rector 
was striding towards her, his face bright and 
glowing, and every movement of his huge limbs 
telling of life and joyous energy. 

" Good morning. Miss Conway, well met," was 
his hearty greeting, as, with a spring over an 
intercepting boulder, he finally seated himself 
beside her. 

" What a day the Lord has sent us," he con- 
tinued, taking ofi his hat and letting the soft 
breeze creep among his thick locks; ''you ought 
to be feeling A.I. this morning, do you ? " 

"I am afraid not," said Constance, smiling^ 
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" but I have no doubt it is all my own fault that 
I do not.'* 

" I have no doubt of it, either — ^what is wrong, 
Miss Conway ? '* 

Direct as the question was, there was a genuine 
touch of kindness and of underlying S3mapathy in 
the manner in which it was put, which robbed it 
of its seeming brusqueness. 

Constance's eyes were swimming, and for a 
moment she did not speak, but her companion 
did. 

" I am afraid you are dubbing me a rough kind 
of fellow, but I should Uke to help you if I could ; 
will you not trust me, my friend ? " 

" Gladly," Constance answered, trjdng to stop 
her lips from quivering, and to prevent her eyes 
from overflowing ; but with all her efforts, a large 
tear splashed upon her hand. To her utter sur- 
prise Dick Cheriton's handkerchief was out and 
he was dabbing her face with it. 

" There, don't mind me," he said, " cry away 
little girl, I'm not like most men who hate 
women's tears ; I've seen too many of them not 
to know they relieve the heart's agony." 

Was there ever such an extraordinary man ; so 
strong and yet so gentle, so brusque and yet so 
tender ? " 

Constance possessed no inclination to obey him ; 
she never, at that moment, felt further from 
cr3mig in her life. 

" I haven't very much to tell you, Mr Cheriton, 
only, I fear, a very common story ; I shall have 
to do something to earn money, and I don't quite 
know what to do." 
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" My dear Miss Conway, I must give you the 
copy of some lines which were sent to me the 
other day, ' Do ye next thynge ' ; the next thing 
for you to do is to stay quietly here till you get 
strong, which, let me tell you young lady, you 
ar very far from being yet.'* 

"And after that?" 

"I don't know, *quiconque Deus vult\ Do 
you know what that means, not only in English 
but in your life ? " 

" I don't know what it means in English," said 
Constance, smiling. 

"'Whatever God wills'; are you ready for 
that ? if so, wait imtil He tells you. What is the 
next trouble ? " 

Constance looked up quickly, somehow the 
clouds seemed lifting. 

"You know I am a Christian Scientist," she 
said, laying a hand upon her book. 

" I know you say you are." 

" Mr Cheriton ! " 

" Well ! I was a Christian Scientist once, and 
I still thought I was one, and used to afi&rm I 
was one for nearly a year after I had ceased to 
believe in it." 

" What made you give it up ? " 

" Hugh Rivers." 

" Hugh Rivers ? " 

"Yes, Carlton was my tutor; he prepared me 
for my matric, but he was also my friend ; the 
only thing that ever came between us was 
Christian Science (by the way, was there ever 
such a misnomer); dear old Carl never argued 
with me, but he lived, soon after I knew hin\. 
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there came the terrible sorrow of poor Hugh's 
career ; someone left the poor boy a fortune — 
led away by a crew of godless young aristocrats 
he took to gamblmg with it, and then, in his 
desperation at loosing, staked high and lost all, 
after that he took to drinking ; the story is, he 
arrived at home from one of his orgies in a state 
of awful intoxication. His mother never lifted up 
her head again, he had been her idol, she just 
faded away, charging Carlton with her dsnng 
lips to lose no effort to save his brother, his 
almost last word to her was a sacred promise 
to do so, which he has kept to the very last 
letter, but at what price, think you. The money 
the dear fellow had been saving so carefully for 
his own university course had all to go to pay 
Hugh's gambling debts, and Carlton foimd the 
only thing possible was to place his brother in a 
home for inebriates and to go abroad to teach, 
in order to earn the means to keep him there. 
He has been there for years, but in some 
way, that no one knows, he must have contrived 
to get the drink from time to time, and a few 
days ago, he broke loose from the home, and 
was foimd intoxicated by the road-side; the 
superintendant wired for poor Carlton, and 
he has brought him here, and I trust, 
by God's mercy and grace. Miss Conway, the 
poor fellow, morally and spiritually, is saved." 

"What a pitiful story, but what had it 
all to do with your giving up Christian 
Science ? " 

" Oh, yes ! Of course that is what I wanted 
to tell you. In my love and reverence, I 
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can call my affection for my noble friend by no 
smaller name, for, dear old Carlton, I naturally 
longed to help him in this deep sorrow of his 
brother's terrible fall, and I went at once to the 
text book, the one on your knee at this moment, 
Miss Conway. (Ah ! If I only had one himdred 
of the 14/- that have been paid for that wretched 
book, to help the fatherless and the widows in 
these fishing villages, instead of spreading its 
blasphemy abroad.) I searched it in vain to 
find something to help Carlton in rescuing his 
brother from this passion for drink that had 
entirely overpowered him ; but, my dear young 
lady, I could find but vague metaphysics. I 
then turned to the booklet you may possibly 
also possess, ' No and Yes'. I hunted up almost 
feverishly all the answers to the questions 
bearing on Sin. What did I find ? I have siace 
copied some of the statements upon the nature 
of sin from this text-book of the Christian 
Scientist in order to help those who are still 
being lead away by it. Let me read you one 
or two," continued the young clergyman, taking 
the note-book from his coat pocket. " * Sin is not 
mind, it is just the supposition that there is 
more than one mind ; it issues a false claim, and 
the claim being worthless, is no claim whatever. 
Christian Science heals sin, as it heals sickness 
by establishing the recognition that God is all, 
and there is none beside Him, and there is in 
reality no evil, neither sickness nor sin '. Well, 
1 brought these and other quotations to my poor 
friend, hoping against hope that he might find 
some ray of light in them in his awful task of 



164 SPARKS 

trying to save his brother. I shall never forget 
his manner, as placing his arm around my 
neck, he said, *dear boy, I have a book here, 
which is a hammer that breaketh the rock to 
pieces ', ' what is the chaff to the wheat, sayeth 
the Lord'. Listen, he went on, and I listened. 
* Where sin abounded, grace did much more 
abound ' ; ' He became sin for us, that we might be 
made the righteousness of God in Him ' ; * the 
Blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, cleanseth from 
all sins \ * Unto Him who hath washed us from 
our sins in His Blood'. Dare you belong', he 
went on, * one more night to a sect which calmly 
and deliberately, in the face of these august 
Divine Statements, presumes to declare there is no 
evil and no sin \ That is how the light came to 
me, Miss Conway, and yet in spite of the 
conviction that then and there entered into my 
soul that * Christian Science' was a he and 
not the truth, so fascinating, so attractive, so 
insidious is the whole system, that many months, 
I regret to say, passed before I finally stepped 
from its spurious scintillations, into the full, 
pure light of the glorious Gospel of Jesus Christ, 
*He who was crucified for our sins and rose 
again for our justification '." 

Constance sat with her face buried in her 
hands, an occasional quiver of her slight form, 
alone, telling of the conflict through which she 
was passing. She knew her companion had 
arisen, and heard his firm footsteps cnmching 
the shingles, until their last sound vanished into 
silence; but still she sat in exactly the same 
position. At last she arose, and threw herself 



HUGH RIVERS 165 

at the foot of a huge boulder where no human 
eye could see her. 

" It began with my illness," she murmured, her 
curly head resting on a damp root of seaweed. 
" I felt it coming all the time, and now Hugh ! 
O ! Hugh, you have made it seem nothing, in- 
tangible, unreal, and I want a reality; I want 
some One to hold me, some One to keep me, to 
help me," and then under the quiet sunlit sky, 
wilii the swell of the mighty ocean murmuring at 
her feet, and the plaintive cry of the soaring 
sea-gulls overhead, the young Christian Scientist, 
for the first time for many years, poured out 
her heart to Him, *Who pitieth our frame'. . . 
* Who remembers we are but dust ' ; Who is ever 
pleading with every burdened soul : * Come imto 
me all ye who are weary and heavy laden and 
I will give you rest.' 

In the meanwhile Dick Cheriton, striding on- 
ward in order to visit a sick fisherman, came 
suddenly face to face with a stranger, bag in 
hand, coming from the direction of the distant 
station; he was a distinguished looking, hand- 
some young fellow, and Cheriton found himself 
wondering that such as he should have walked, 
and carried his own baggage for six miles, from 
a spot where a trap was to be had for the 
hiring. 

" Can you tell me if I am right for Fair 
Haven," he called out to Dick. 

" Yes, I am going that way myself ; here let 
me take your bag, you look a bit fagged. It's 
rather a wearj^ walk from Cherry Bridge on such 
a day as this." 
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"You are awfully good," said Thor (for it 
was he), casting an admiring glance on Cheriton's 
splendid physique; I must confess my arm 
does ache a bit. Pve been trying a bit of globe 
trotting, and somehow that doesn't improve one's 
muscles." 

•• Certainly not. Do you know anyone 
here?" 

" Yes, Mr Carlton Rivers." 

" Carlton Rivers ? you — you surely are not 
Thorold Tempest ! " 

"I have the misfortune to be no one more 
worthy, and I feel sure that you are Dick 
Cheriton." 

The two men grasped hands with a hearty 
laugh. 

" What a gossip dear old Carl must be, for us 
both to know each other at first sight like this." 

" Yes, anent his friends, dear old man, but 
never himself." 

" How is that j)oor yoimg scap^race, Hugh 
Rivers?" 

" Better," was the somewhat grave and brief 
answer. 

" Do you mean morally or physically ? " 

" Both. It is the glory of my Master to 
receive and forgive the blackest sinners, Sir 
Thorold ; do you believe that ? " 

" Honestly speaking I have but little hope of 
Hugh Riyers' amendment, and his death would 
be the happiest thing that could possibly happen 
to poor old Carl. 

" I don't think Carl would regard it as such." 

" Naturally not ; perhaps — * a brother is 
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a brother, all the world over'; but you may 
possibly know something of another friend of 
mine who, I believe, is staying here, at least she 
was here when Carlton Rivers last wrote 
to me.*' 

" Do you mean Miss Conway ? " 

" Yes, I hope she is better ; she had an attack 
of double pneumonia last spring, and was 
dangerously ill I hear. Do you know her ? " 

"Yes, I know her; she is decidedly con- 
valescent, but I fear hardly as strong as her 
friends could wish to see her." 

" And do you happen to know if she is still a 
Christian Scientist ; she was very strong upon 
it when I had the pleasure of meeting her ; 
indeed," Thor continued, somewhat ba^ully, 
" I must confess what she said in its favour 
almost induced me to become one myself. I 
suppose she is still in it." 

" I cannot say ; but here we are at the Haven, 
perhaps you will just stroll about the terrace 
while I go in search of Carl; he is sure to be 
somewhere about, he never leaves his brother 
for long." 



CHAPTER XVI 
bobs' mistress 

And forth a little pace 
She stepped to welcome as, a queenly giace 
In hucc and motion and her deep frinjg^ed eyes, 
As bloe and doodless as the summer skies. 

As Lof tus Maxwell rode slowly beneath the in- 
terlacing boughs of the large elm trees> which 
formed the avenue to Brooklands, many strange 
and conflicting thoughts filled his busy, and to 
some extent, schemmg, brain; he had that 
morning despatched a letter, which, he was fully 
aware, constituted the first step towards the un- 
worthy end for which he was working, and it 
was with a strange mingling of pain and relief 
that he repeatedly reminded himself that ''the 
die was cast,'' that henceforth there could be no 
retracing his steps over the bridge so soon to be 
reduced to ashes behind him; and yet, with all 
that was ignoble in his musings, there was 
sufficient chivalry in his character, probably 
bom of the faint stream of blue blood circulating 
in his veins, to prevent him, at the momoit, 
from forming any idea of turning his act of recent 
gallantry to his own advantage. The conscious- 
ness that he had been enabled, at the risk of life 
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aad limb, to rescue a delicate gentlewoman from 
what might have proved a fatal accident was 
productive, merely, of the feelings of pleasure- 
able gratification, which a similar circumstance 
would have occasioned in the heart of any brave 
man, but nothing more. Indeed his speculation 
on the possibly powerful and far-reaching effects 
of the train of events he had already put in 
motion, so absorbed his mental faculties, that 
even she, whom he was projecting such dark 
schemes to win, was for the moment almost im- 
thought of, imtil he suddenly saw her coming 
towards him; then indeed with every pulse in 
his body bounding forth to meet her, he flung 
himself from the saddle and stood waiting with 
bared head, as he might have waited for a queen 
stepping from her throne. And truly if any girl 
looked regal it was Pearl Beresford, at that 
moment, with the glory of the setting sim throw- 
ing into strong reUef every detail of her white 
dress and slight figure, and glorif3dng the rich 
coils of her wonderful hair into a coronal of 
gold. She was swinging a broad-brimmed garden- 
hat in one hand, and carrying a basket of ripe 
peaches, intended for the groom's sick child, in 
the other; by her side trotted Bobs until he 
perceived Maxwell, when he bounded forth with 
a bark which had more of welcome than of dis- 
approval in it. 

'* Down Bobs, down ! " exclaimed the clear 
girlish voice. Maxwell's delighted ears drank in 
for the first time. " He is quite safe," she con- 
tinued, as she approached her unknown visitor 
and regarded him with wide open and somewhat 



X70 SPARKS 

wondering eyes, while Bobs jumped upon him 
with every token of canine friendliness. 

" I am sure he is,*' answered Maxwell, stand- 
ing still uncovered, with one hand on the beauti- 
ful neck of his almost priceless steed. ** Have I 
the honour of speaking to Miss Beresford ? *' 

"I am Pearl Beresford. My sbter is Miss 
Beresford. Do you wish to see her ? " 

" No, I do not think so. I have come simply 
to tell you that Dr and Mrs Beresford are return- 
ing in — ^in a friend's carriage ; their own has met 
with a sUght accident, they are unhurt. I assure 
you they are both absolutely unhurt." 

" Please, oh please, teU me everything^ every- 
thing I " The colour had rushed into the sweet 
face, only to leave it deadly pale. 

"If you will rest on this tree-tnmk," answered 
Maxwell, " I will gladly tell you everjrthing I 
know." 

The girl quietly seated herself, and the ivy- 
covered stump at once became a throne. 

'* As far as I can understand," said Maxwell, 
trying to return an unconcerned look into those 
beautiful uplifted eyes, and succeeding better 
than he thought, " the horse took fright at a 
traction engine outside old Robbin's cottage and 
bolted with Mrs Beresford inside, but always 
remember she is absolutely imhurt." 

"Yes— yes— and— " 

" A man was on horseback riding towards the 
fly-away steed, he was just in time to spring 
from his saddle and to catch the reins, and so 
brought her to a standstill before any mischief 
whatever was done, beyond some little damage 
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to the cart; both Mrs Beresford and the mare 
were unhurt." 

"What a splendid man," exclaimed Pearl, 
with shining eyes, springing to her feet and 
clasping her hands. 

"Oh, I don't know," said Maxwell, calmly; 
" It wasn't more than any other fellow would 
have done." 

" I think it was splendid," answered Pearl, 
indignantly, " and — and — do you know him ? " 

"Wen, yes, slightiy." 

"Oh! I wish I did. I should like him to 
know that he has Pearl Beresford's undying 
gratitude. For has he not risked his own life 
to save my precious mother's ? I feel that there 
is nothing I would not do to prove my gratitude 
to him." 

" Take care. Miss Beresford," answered Maxwell, 
somewhat huskily, " suppose he were cur enough 
to take advantage of such kind expressions." 

**He would not," was the vehement answer. 
"A man capable of such noble actions I am 
convinced could be ignoble in nothing." 

" A beautiful premiss which experience would 
relegate to Utopia. But would you really care 
to meet the fellow who averted the accident this 
afternoon ? " 

" Of course I should ; the man who has saved 
mother ? Oh, you little know, or you would 
not ask me." 

"Then I will imdertake that he shall call to 
see you to-morrow morning. Good evening, Miss 
Beresford," and without another word. Maxwell 
sprang upon the saddle, and with a profound bovf 
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turned his horse's head and rode down the 
drive. 

Pearl watched his receding figure with a strange 
sense of misgiving in her heart, for which she 
could not account. Who was this strange man ? 
And why had he come ? But all further specu- 
lations concerning her recent visitor were put to 
flight by the sight of the open carriage and her 
mother's form leaning - back among a pile of 
cushions. The next instant Pearl had flown 
forward, and mother and daughter were locked 
in a silent embrace. 

"Come, come. Pearl, that will do," said Dr 
Beresford at length. "Mother must not be 
agitated ; run in and tell the maids to prepare the 
north room for her, her own is too hot ; the 
great thing is to keep her cool and quiet. I 
have already wired as I passed the post office 
for Dr Ellison. Where is Clare ? " 

" She has gone to a tennis tournament at the 
Gellespie's," answered Pearl quietly, with one 
long lingering kiss on her mother's cheek." 

An hour later Mrs Beresford was peacefully 
sleeping in the pleasant north bedroom with her 
faithful maid beside her, and Dr Beresford pacing 
the terrace with Clare and Pearl, on either side, 
drinking eagerly in every detail of the afternoon's 
episode. 

" But Daddy, if it should turn out to be the 
very same Mr Maxwell that Thor told us so 
much about, he won't seem a bit like a stranger, 
will he ? and oh, what a grand man he must be." 

" You may well say so, Clare." repUed Dr 
Beresford, " it was the action of a hero." 
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" Was it not ! I must say I do not very much 
care for the man on horseback who came this 
afternoon. He made me feel quite indignant 
by the cool way in which he spoke of such 
a truly grand action." 

"On horseback?" answered Dr Beresford 
quickly. '* I did not imderstand he was on horse- 
back. What was he like, Pearl ? " 

"Oh! I suppose he was what most people 
would call handsome," the girl answered, with a 
slight flush. " He was clean shaven, and rather 
tall, and was evidently used to riding, he sat 
so well ; but why are you looking so amused. 
Daddy?" 

" Tell me what you said to him. Pearl." 

" I hardly know, dear. I remember feeling quite 
hurt by his underrating the splendid conduct of 
the man who had saved our precious mother's life, 
and I think I said something to the effect that I 
only wish I knew him that I might tell him of 
my undying gratitude, and that I felt there was 
nothing I would not do to prove it. Oh, Daddy 
darling, why are you laughing so ? Do tell me." 

" My darling child, yornr visitor was the man 
himself." 

" The man himself ? Mr Maxwell ! " stammered 
poor Uttle Pearl, crimson to the roots of her hair. 

" You needn't look so shocked, Clare dear," she 
continued with a hysterical catch in her throat, 
suddenly throwing her arms aroimd her father's 
neck, and leaning her glowing cheek against his 
shoulder. " I mean it all the same, there's hardly 
anything I wouldn't do to show my gratitude to 
Mr Maxwell for having, at the risk of his own life, 
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saved mother's — I mean it, darling, hardly 
anj^hing." 

Dr Ellison arrived that night too late to see his 
patient until next morning. After his early visit 
to her the following day, he was closeted with 
Dr Beresford for what appeared to the two girls, 
in their anxiety to leam his opinion concerning their 
mother's condition, an alarmingly long time. 
They were waiting for him in the hall when he 
finally emerged from the study, and both, distinctly, 
caught his parting words to Dr Beresford. 

** I assure you, my dear Beresford, that with the 
care and attention you all lavish upon her, there 
is no reason why Mrs Beresford should not live to 
eighty; but I tell you frankly that if she were 
not a rich man's wife, I would hardly give her six 
months. In my opinion entire freedom from 
anxiety and care, combined with every considera- 
tion and comfort, or, if you will, luxury, are 
conditions essential not only to the dear lady's 
health, but to her very existence." 

At that instant the butler crossed the haU. 

"A telegram, sir," he said, holding the silver 
salver to his master on which the yellow envelope 
lay. " The man can wait for half an hour, sir." 

" AD right, then there's no hurry. Well good- 
bye Doctor, you have greatly relieved my mind. 
Yes, the carriage is there I see, you are in good 
time for your train. Good-bye for the present. 
No, you must not hinder him girls." 

''Oh, Daddy," exclaimed Clare, as she and 
Pearl stood together with their father on the steps 
watching the carriage as it disappeared among 
the trees, '* we heard what Dr Ellison said. Oh ! 
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I never felt so thankful to be rich in the whole 
of my life.*' 

*'Nor V said Pearl, softly, "But, Daddy, you 
have forgotten your telegram." 

'* I declare I almost had," said Dr Beresford, 
laughing and taking the envelope from Pearl's 
hand. They were still standing in the sunshine, 
and the doctor was in capital spirits. Dr Ellison's 
report of his wife's health had greatly relieved 
him. He tore open the envelope and glanced 
carelessly at the contents, the next instant he 
had crushed it in his hand and slightly staggered, 
while a sound almost like a groan left his lips. 
In these few short minutes, as it seemed to the 
four young eyes regarding him, his face had grown 
haggard and old. 

The girls sprang forward. 

"Father!— what is it?" 

"Nothing — nothing — " he answered hoarsely. 
" No ! don't follow me. I charge you before God 
to say nothing to your mother. Tell Thomas to 
come to me in my study. No ! neither of you I 
I — ^need to— be alone." 



CHAPTER XVII 

RUIN 

" Jndge not what is best 
By pleasnre though to nature seeming meet. 
Created as thou art to nobler end, 
Holy and pure conformity Diyine." — Milton. 

Dr Beresford entered his study and closed the 
door after him. The room was full of simshine 
and gay with flowers, but the stricken man saw 
nothing, and was conscious of nothing but the 
words that had burned themselves into his mind, 
p^icilled upon the piece of yellow paper, which 
he stiU held crushed in his hand. How long he 
sat or rather lay there, his arms thrown across 
the table and his face resting upon them, there 
was nothing to record but the unnoticed tick 
and half-hour chime of the black clock on the 
mantel-piece. 

A knock at the door at length aroused 
him, and he raised his face, drawn and grey, 
with a whiteness about the hps it was pdnful 
to see. 

"Who is there ? " he asked, in a voice which 
seemed to him to come from a long distance; 
could it possibly be his own ? 

"Mr Loftus Maxwell, sir," answered the old 
butler from without ; " he asked for you, sir, or 
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the young ladies, but I thought I had better 
come to you, sir." 

Dr Beresf ord sprang to his feet, and flung open 
the door. 

" I will see Mr Maxwell here,** he said, " bring 
him instantly.'* 

He knew well his manner was not as usual, 
and that his servant was aware of the fact ; for 
the few minutes which elapsed before his visitor's 
entrance he made a violent effort to get back to 
the self he had parted with outside his study door, 
but the attempt he felt was futile. He was not, 
therefore, unprepared for the expression of sur- 
prise on Maxwell's handsome face as he took 
his hand, but wholly so for that which followed. 
A mingling of horror, pity, remorse, which 
flickered there for an instant, only leaving 
the remembrance of its reality behind. Maxwell 
was the first to speak. 

" I hope Mrs Beresford is none the worse for 
her painful experience of yesterday," he began in 
his leisurely manner, as he seated himself among 
the cushions of a large chair, face to face with his 
host. 

"Thanks, no — no — not at all — that is — she is 

not nearly so upset as I feared. I wired '* 

but as the word left his lips he shuddered per- 
ceptibly; he pulled himself together and continued, 
'* for Ellison, our family medicus, and his opinion 
is — or rather was — favourable." 

"Was?" 

"Yes, was, for — Maxwell,*' Dr Beresf ord ex- 
claimed suddenly, bending forward and gazing 
eagerly into his visitor's face ; you have conferred 

M 
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upon us a favour which renders it impossible to 
regard you as a stranger, may I trust you as — as 
a friend ? " 

The other stretched out his hand, which was 
almost frantically grasped. 

"To the very death!" 

The hands dropped, but both men's eyes were 
gUstening. 

" Then read this," the elder man said, thrusting 
the crumpled telegram towards him. Maxwell 
read it slowly, and the elder man, watching him, 
saw that beads of perspiration had risen upon 
his forehead. 

" What does this mean to you ? " he said, 
quietly returning the paper, and taking out his 
handkerchief. 

" Ruin — absolute ruin ! " 

Maxwell arose and stepped to the window. As 
he stood there he caught sight of a flutter of two 
white dresses beneath the trees, when he returned 
to his seat, his features were pale and set. Dr 
Beresford sat with his face hidden in his hand, 
only his hair was visible. How grey and spare 
it looked in the sunshine, surely greyer and sparer 
than the day before. 

" My friend," said Maxwell gently, as he bent 
forward and laid his hand almost tenderly on the 
other's knee, "can you trust me sufficiently to 
tell me why this nmiour should affect your 
interests so powerfully ? " 

He knew the answer, almost word for word, 
before it left his companion's lips, and that he 
did so filled him with a self-loathing he had not 
reckoned upon : but the worst had yet to come. 
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" It is not only," continued the stricken man 
of science, with the grey look on his face deepening, 
while the whiteness round his lips had given 
place to a livid hue, as he sat steadfastly regarding 
his companion, "that this means the loss of my 
fortune, but it means the loss of— of — ^my wife." 

" Your wife ? ** Maxwell's heart gave one 
frantic bound, the brain was going ! yes, surely 
the brain was going, and it was his handiwork ! 
Was he not worse than a murderer ? A positive 
groan burst from the rich man's lips. The doctor 
looked up quickly. 

"Yes, my wife. As I told you I wired for 
Ellison yesterday and he came at once, but he 
did not see my — Mrs Beresf ord until this morning. 
Could it have been only this morning ? Impos- 
sible! Yes I suppose it was. WeU — what was 
I saying. Oh ! yes, he said that if I were not a 
rich man he could not give her six months to 
live, but as the wife of a rich man she might live 
to eighty, to eighty, that is what he said, and she 
is not forty yet.*' 

Relief was depicted on Maxwell's every feature 
as he rose to throw his master stroke. Where 
would it fall ? 

" Dr Beresford," he said, again facing his com- 
panion and standing with one hand holding the 
table, the other fingering his heavy watch chain, 
"may I speak frankly? Heart to heart, as 
between two friends ? " 

"Surely," answered the other, in that weary, 
lifeless tone of one in whose heart hope lay dying, 
if not dead. 

" I am a wealthy man ; in fact, during th& U&\. 
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few months, almost, if not absolutely quite, a mil- 
lionaire. You know the old saying, * Money begets 
money.' The wealth I inherited only a few months 
ago has increased by leaps and bounds imtil it 
has almost doubled itself. What think you is a 
couple of hundred thousands, more or less, to 
a man who owns almost a thousand thousands ? 
Your bank will not fail, nor will you be called 
upon to lose a penny of your shares. So soon as 
a telegram can reach your bankers so soon will 
£200,000 be placed to my credit there, and this 
silly panic will pass away as quickly as the storm 
in the proverbial tea-cup." 

But the next instant the yoimger man had 
bounded forward and a wild cry of " Too late ! 
too late ! '* resounded through the room, for Dr 
Beresford had fallen forward, an apparently 
lifeless mass upon the floor. 

For a second time that morning, however, 
MaxweU was to experience the relief of finding 
that his Nemesis was not to spring just yet ; as 
a fact, Dr Beresford had only fainted. Thomas, 
who had experienced a vague sense of uneasiness 
concerning his master, had in reality been hovering 
for the last thirty minutes near the study door, 
half expecting the sudden summons which re- 
called him at last. He therefore came immediately 
in response to Maxwell's bell, and the united 
strength of the two men were able to lift the 
heavily built form of the prostrate doctor on to 
the sofa, which they wheeled out upon the terrace. 
It was indeed with an intense sense of relief 
to both, arising from wholly different causes, 
when after administrating the usual restoratives^ 
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loosening his collar and chafing his hand, etc., 
they saw the closed eyes at lenght opening and the 
colour gradually returning to the ashy lips. 

"Have I been ill?'* the docitor asked in 
a weak voice, as his gaze wandered, in a slightly 
bewildered manner, from one to the other of the 
faces anxiously regarding him. 

"Just a slight attack of faintness," was 
Maxwell's quiet answer, but his voice was un- 
steady ; " the morning is very warm.** 

" Warm ? Is it ? Oh I I remember all now ; 
that will do, my good Thomas, I am much better 
now. You may leave me safely with Mr Loftus 
MaxweU. If we want you we will be sure'5[to 
ring." And the master held out his hand which 
the servant grasped. " You are a faithful servant, 
Thomas, God bless you.*' 

"Thank you, sir,** said Thomas huskily, "and 
I thank God, dear master,'* continued the old 
butler, drawing his hands across his eyes, " that 
He*s heard my poor prayers and has brought you 
out of it all right, but it*d pretty nigh killed me, 
sir, if he hadn't." And without waiting for 
further comment the man quietly left the terrace. 

*' If you don't mind a httle villainy, in your 
friends," said Dr Beresford, trying not to look 
moved, but by no means succeeding, " don't try 
the same principle with your servants. Thomas 
is a king of butlers, and the most faithful of 
servants, and he is an out-and-out Methodist, 
bless his dear old heart. But — Maxwell, dear 
boy, tell me, does Mrs Beresford, or my daughters, 
know that I have been ill ? " 

" No one but Thomas knows, doctor." 
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" Thank you. That is A.I., it was the relief 
that did it, the relief, don't you know. But of 
course I cannot allow it, impossible.'' 

" Cannot allow what ? Dr Beresford, you 
cannot allow me to place my money where I 
choose, is that what you mean ? I am afraid I 
have not waited for your consent." 

** What are you saying ? " 

*' Only this, that while you were lying uncon- 
scious here, I left Thomas with you and sent off 
a wire by your groom instructing my people in 
London to place 3£200,ooo to my credit in your 
bank, and in five minutes from this time I expect 
that every banker on the market will know that 
I have done so, and the panic that has so 
distressed you will be history." 

Dr Beresford covered his face with his hands, 
and the quivering of his whole frame told of the 
emotion through which he was passing. 

" Remember it is only half an hour ago you 
fainted away, doctor," said Maxwell, la5dng his 
hand gently on his shoulder ; "if you are not 
careful the attack will return." 

" Maxwell," was the answer, as a pale moved 
face looked up into his, "if I might only 
believe that I could ever repay you even in the 
smallest degree. What do I not owe to you, 
first my darling's life, and now — this." 

"For any little service it has been my 
privilege to render you — " 

** Any Uttle service ! Man you little know the 
depth of the obligation imder which your bravery 
yesterday, and your magnanimity to-day, has 
placed me and mine." 



RUIN 183 

'* For any little service," he repeated, as if re- 
gardless of his companion's words, " it has been 
my privilege to render you, you have it in your 
power to repay me a thousand fold." 

"My dear fellow, forgive my saying so, but 
you are talking absolute nonsense. There, give 
me your arm, I feel quite all right now, and should 
like to take a turn." 

** If you think it wise, by all means,'* was the 
answer. " It is shady and cool here, I do not think 
it will really hurt you ; there lean heavily upon 
me, doctor, when I show you my muscles you 
will not be surprised at my saying it would be 
impossible to tire me." 

** If your physical powers match your psycho- 
logical capacities of heroism, I should not be sur- 
prised if you turned out to be a second Atlas ; 
but, my dear fellow, only consider! how is it 
possible for me to repay your goodness to me 
and mine ! Compare my fortime with yours — ^it 
is microscopic. Your wealth wiU give you an 
entrance into the charmed circle of society itself, 
and, as a consequence, any influence I might 
endeavour to exert on your behalf would be 
ridiculously unnecessary. There is no royal road 
to learning, therefore I cannot impart to you 
even, the results of my Ufe-long search into the 
secrets of nature. In fact, my dear Maxwell, I 
can think of nothing that I possess in any fomi 
which is seriously worth your acceptance/* 

"Nothing?" 

" No, nothing ! '* 

" Then you are hardly prepared for the state- 
ment that you have it in your power to bestow 
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on me a treasure which outweighs all you have 
hitherto mentioned ; and which, if it be imparted 
to me, will dwarf any little benefit you may 
consider I have conferred upon you, as this 
beech tree above us towers over these daisies 
at our feet — ** 

A sudden light stole into Dr Beresford's eyes 
and he grew deadly pale. 

" Of what, or of whom do you speak ? 

The two men stood facing each other. Max- 
well's lips were unsteady. 

" Of your daughter. Pearl. Give me the right 
to call her mine, Dr Beresford, and I shall be 
your debtor through Eternity.*' 

" Pearl ! My dear fellow, I — I cannot under- 
stand." 

" Then let me tell you very simply all that I 
have to tell. I first saw your daughter at St 
George's Church, Berlin. You will probably 
hold me to be little more than a poor fool when 
I tell you that my whole heart went out to her 
there and then, and I returned to my hotel only 
to register a vow that she or none other should 
ever be my wife ; I have seen her three times 
since then, but I never spoke to her till yester- 
day evening, yet believe me I love her, with all 
the power of my whole nature I love her ! I 
have never cared for any woman I have met in 
all my wanderings before, and I shall never care 
for any but her again. Your daughter, Dr 
Beresf ord, has won my deathless and eternal love. 
Have you any hope to give me, sir ? " 

It was impossible to misread the expression 
on Dr Beresford's face, it was radiant. 



RUIN 



i8s 



" As far as I am concerned, every hope, my 
dear fellow. You have my free permission, as I 
am sure you would have her mother's, to speak 
to my little girl yourself. And — ^and — ^if the 
child says yes, you will not be the only happy 
man in England." 



CHAPTER XVIII 

MRS sniggles' hero 

"Qaoth he, 'if my nag were better to ride 
I*d follow her over the world so wide ; 
Ah 1 it's not my love that begins to ML 
But I*ve lost the last glimpse of the grey mare's tail' " 

Hood. 

JosiAH Stillman was in love, that is to say, 
after due reflection he had decided upon whom 
to bestow his hand and, all that stood for, his 
heart. The lady thus honoured by the valfit's 
preference was a buxom and comely dame, the 
relict of Stephen Sniggles, late proprietor of the 
Red Hart, a low built, way-side, public-house, 
situated about a mile from Bellingham. Mrs 
Sniggles was not only pleasant to look at and 
lively in disposition, but she also possessed a 
constantly increasing nest egg, stowed comfort- 
ably away in the Bellingham Bank. Moreover, 
the inn and the ground attached were her own 
freehold property, and beyond all these attractive 
circumstances surrounding her, she was a child- 
less widow, and for anything that had as yet 
transpired, appeared to have but few, if any 
relations. Josiah Stillman, sitting upon the side 
of his comfortable bed in his well-furnished 
chamber at Houghton Towers, with his clean 
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shaven visage buried between his lank hands, in 
order to render his inward vision all the clearer, 
was mentally dotting down all these ' pros ' which 
began to assume such imposing proportions that 
the few little 'cons', that ventured to intrude 
into his cogitation, were, at once, as effectively 
scattered as a few hopping sparrows before an 
army of crows. 

That his shrewd, clear-headed master suspected 
his real character, and that the fact of his having 
used him as his tool only increased his feelings 
of antipathy towards him, was a conviction that 
was dawning into a very uncomfortably clear 
perspective, and he felt an inward certainty that 
when his services were no longer desired he 
would be dismissed, probably with a small and 
comfortable pension, both one and the other for 
life. . . The idea of attempting to blackmail a 
man of Maxwell's character and wealth he knew 
amounted to the acme of absurdity ; and to give 
notice himself would involve the loss of his 
pension, which, although he was aware might be 
small, was entering largely into his present 
calculations. Therefore, not unlike the unworthy 
steward in the Gospel story, he began to look 
round for a safe and respectable retreat before 
the fast gathering storm of dismissal should 
burst upon him. It was at this jimcture that 
the fair widow, with her dimples and dowry, rose 
before him, but by no means for the first time 
in such a connection ; but hitherto the question 
whether the assets combined with the personal 
charms of Mrs Sniggles could possibly outweigh 
against the advantages, both present and future. 
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his plan of tactics for besieging the heart of the 
owner of all he was surveying, which at that 
especial and critical moment happened to be a 
basket of wax strawberries and grapes, mingled 
somewhat incongruously together beneath a glass 
shade, but looking tantalisingly real all the same. 
A quick step upon the gravel pathway leading 
to the open door caused the anxious man to 
spring to his feet, and to glance at the opposite 
mirror, while he smoothed his hair and read- 
justed his cravet, there was even a tinge of 
colour on his sallow cheeks as he bowed to the 
lady who entered, in a manner which needed no 
words to express how he at once admired and 
adored her. She came forward with outstretched 
hand and smiling countenance, for, if the truth 
must be told, the publican's widow had too good 
an eye for business not to remember that the 
more ardent her admirers the better customers 
they became. 

" Good morning, Mr Stillman, it is a pleasure 
to see you, sir ; why I declare you have become 
quite a stranger," she said, the distracting 
dimples pla5dng hide-and-seek on her blooming 
cheeks and soft double chin. 

" Mrs Sniggles," replied the valdt, laying one 
hand on his waistcoat, while with the other he 
raised the widow's plump little fingers to his 
lips and held them there for a moment as if he 
longed to kiss them but dared not, ** if I didn't 
come it's because I couldn't bear it no how." 

** Bear what ? " asked Mrs Sniggles, with 
laughing eyes, withdrawing her hand. 

** Your beauty, madam, your goodness, your 
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— ^your loveliness and liveliness. Mrs Sniggles, 
it has been too much for me, and I felt my 
heart was breaking." 

•• Well, I never. Oh ! Mr Stillman» how dare 
you, and me a lone widow ! '' 

" Pardon me, sweet Mrs Sniggles. Oh ! that 
kiss it was nicotine, it was embrose." 

"Whatever it was, you ain't going to get 
another,'* answered the landlady, but with a 
slight giggle which belied the severity of her 
words, " understand that, sir." 

*' Oh ! cruel, but angelic fair one," continued 
Stillman, tr3dng to wind his arm round his 
angel's substantial waist, " have you no hope to 
hold out to me ? " 

" Hope ! ! What is the man talking about ? " 
said the widow evading his entreaties and trying 
to look angry, but only partially succeeding. 

Stillman fell on one knee and clasped his 
hands. 

"Mrs Sniggles, Arabella, I love you." 

"And so do a great many more people, if I'm 
to believe all the nonsense you men talk." 

"But none like me." 

" I don't know about that ; Tom Carter declares 
he'll drown himself if I don't say yes, and as for 
Jim Pratt " 

"Yokels, madam, yokels. Poor ignorant 
country folks, every man jack of 'em. But in 
me, lovely woman, behold a gentleman of 
education and family, and expectation — ^and — and 
money — and its all for you, beloved Mrs Sniggles. 
I lay everything at your fairy-like feet, and you 
only have to stoop down to take me and every- 
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thing that I have to your heart, madam, and be 
happy." 

But to all this flow of eloquence, cruel Mrs 
Sniggles' only answer was a burst of laughter. 

'' Get up, Mr Stillman," she managed to say at 
last, "you look that ridiculous kneeling with your 
very best trousers all among the dust, as you 
don't know. I tell you its no good, I aint going 
to marry any man, except — " 

"Except, what or whom, my charmer?" 
Stillman exclaimed, rising to his feet and brushing 
that part of his clothes over his pointed knee-cap 
which had come in contact with the floor. 

"An'ero" 

" A Nero, my dear Mrs Sniggles ? Nero ? why 
he was the cruellest man that ever lived. I've 
seen his statue scores of times in the British 
Museum, why he blew up his own mother with 
gunpowder." 

" I didn't say Nero. I said an 'ero ; perhaps I 
didn't say the word just right, but I mean oae as 
does some grand thing. I've been reading about 
lots of them lately in a book Miss Dudgeon lent 
me, and I've made up my mind to marry none 
but an 'ero." 

** How do you know I aint one," said StiUman, 
insinuatingly. 

•• Because you are not the stuff they are made 
of, and you don't look like one either; but FU 
tell you who is one, who looks like one too, and 
that's young Sir Thorold Tempest." 

The serving man's face grew black as night, and 
it was with difl&culty he repressed the curse that 
sprang to his lips. 
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"And what do you know about Sir Thorold 
Tempest?*' he asked roughly. 

The colour sprang to his companion's face. 

**That is my affair," she answered, readily. 

Stillman saw his mistake and made a frantic 
effort to rectify it. 

** Pardon my speaking so, sweet Mrs Sniggles," 
he said, **but you see love makes us that 
jealous that we sometimes say more than 
we ought to, and about the yoimg gentleman 
whose name has just passed those lovely lips, I 
only have this to say, that I know a little more 
about him than you do, my dear, and he ain*t the 
man you imagine him to be.*' 

'* Well you keep your opinion, Mr Stillman, 
and ril keep mine.*' 

" My opinion is only formed by what I've seen 
with my own eyes." 

" And what is that ? " asked the spritely dame, 
unconsciously falling into the trap laid for her by 
her wily companion. 

"I've seen him with these very eyes making 
love to two young ladies in the same identical 
week. This very last Sunday I was with the boss 
in his place in Herefordshire, and I got lost in the 
wood there, and suddenly I came upon this fine 
young gentleman all alone with a sweet looking 
young lady, and making love to her as plain as 
a pike-staff, and last Wednesday night what did 
I see but your grand hero trying to kiss Miss 
Dudgeon's hand in the dark, and I'll tell you the 
very words as passed between 'em. ' I'm going 
in here,' says Miss Dudgeon, making for the lodge. 
* I shan't be long if you care to wait for me.' * I'll 

N 
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wait for you all night,' he answered, and this was, 
mind you, after he had tried to kiss her hand.' 
If you don't believe me ask him for yourself , he 
daren't deny it, not him; but," continued the 
val^t, feeling that somehow he was loosing ground 
and time, "what's all that to you and me. 
Sir Thorold Tempest is nothing to us two. But 
oh! that I might become to you, sweet Mrs 
Sniggles, what you are to me. Dear one, beloved 
of Josiah Stillman's heart, oh ! do not send me 
away without some word of hope, at least allow 
me " 

** I will allow nothing," retorted the landlady. 
" I don't like you, and I tell you straight to your 
face, I don't want no gentleman, as you call 
yourself, that are not real ones like Sir Thorold 
Tempest, and though I don't expect such as he 
to look at the likes of me, still I won't hear him 
back-bitten on my premises, and so I tell you, 
Mr StiUman, and I won't hear my dear young 
ladies at the Hall spoken disrespectful of either, 
and so now you understand ; and I don't believe 
a word as you've said of either of them, so there ! 
and now the sooner you go the sooner you'll 
please. I don't want to appear uncivil to a good 
customer, but its my duty to tell you, under the 
circumstances, that I prefer your room to your 
company," and there was a sparkle in Mrs 
Sniggles' Uvely brown eyes which betokened 
danger. 

StiUman backed towards the door. 

" Cruel, cruel," he muttered mournfully, en- 
deavouring to throw every conceivable heart- 
killing expression into voice, face and manner. 
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"The day will come, mark my words, most 
lovely of charmers, when those dazzling orbs 
will at last be opened to see the villainy of the 
man for whom you spurn this faithful heart, now 
lying at your feet, of Josiah Stillman ; and you 
will learn too late who was the true 'ero, 'im 
or me.'' 

The heartless Mrs Sniggles glanced for one instant 
at the receding form of the val^t, as he passed 
beneath the high box hedges of the gravel path- 
way, parading his pocket handkerchief, and with 
an occasional shake of his smooth head, intended 
to imply the height of pious forbearance and 
forgiveness, and straightway, without deigning 
another look towards the receding victim of 
her charms and cruelty, passed into the bar, to 
give one or two orders to her manager and 
factotum, before again issuing forth into the 
pleasant autumn simshine. 

The close of the next half-hour found her 
closetted with her bosom friend, the old house- 
keeper at the Manor. Mrs Mactaggart was a 
pleasant-featured, large-framed, Scotch woman, 
not altogether averse to a piece of gossip, and 
the fact that the mistress of the Red Hart 
seldom missed flavouring their conversation with 
some fresh story, either imaginary or real, picked 
up in her own bar parlour, did not render her 
visits, if the truth were known, any less accept- 
able to the old lady. 

" Gude morning, my bonny lass," she exclaimed 
heartily, as her visitor, somewhat heated from 
her rapid walk across the heathery moors, entered, 
accompanying her greeting with a ha^xl^ sw!Cm2«^ 
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on either of the widow's cheeks, "you are a sight 
for sair een for certain." 

*' Oh ! Mrs Mactaggart," exclaimed the younger 
woman, throwing herself into the nearest ann- 
chair, and fanning her face violently with the 
stole of her silk jacket, " I'm that flustered 
and put out I don't know how to begin." 

"Weel, weel, to be sure, tak* your time my 
bairn, there's no to be gained by deeing afore 
your time wi' o'er hurry." 

" Well, you see, madam, my time's limited, for 
Tony Booties soon looses his head if there's 
ought to worrit it, and awkward things, and 
people, you know, do crop up in our line of 
business, and the sooner I begin the sooner I'll 
end. You know the head vally up at the towers." 

** Oh ! aye, I ken the chiel weel eno', wi' his 
lanky chaps, as doiir and black as Meg's griddle 
that fell foul o' the fire yester-e'en," 

" Well, he's been up at our place this morn- 
ing with his palavering talk, like the silly old 
ass he is." 

" That comes o' being sae bonnie." 

" Whatever it comes from, I get too much of 
that kind of nonsense," answered the widow 
with a toss of her handsome head, " to waste 
time and breath in coming all this way to tell 3WU 
about it, but I have a question to ask you, Mrs 
Mactaggart, which I thiilk, perhaps, you may be 
able to answer." 

** Speer awa', bairn, I'll answer all I ken." 

" Do you know whether Miss Dudgeon was out 
after dark last Wednesday, that is the day before 
jesterday." 
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" For sure, the lassie went to dress auld Dick's 
lug, and the laddie as left us this morning went 
wi' her." 

" Sir Thorold Tempest ? " 

"Aye, the vera same, and a bonnie, ceevil 
spoken young mon he is." 

*' What time did they return ? " 

" That I dinna ken ; I went to bed at eleven 
and they were not returned then, I mind." 

•* Then what he said was true after all.'* 

" What who said ? " 

**Why, Mr Stillman. He said he saw Sir 
Thorold Tempest making love to Miss Dudgeon^ 
trjdng to kiss her hand. Oh dear ! oh dear ! " 

" Weel, to be sure, this is extraordinar." 

" There's no harm in it, of course," answered 
Mrs Sniggles, in swift defence of her favourite, 
" only I didn't think Miss Winnie was that kind 
of young lady. If it had been Miss Madge now, 
but Miss Dudgeon is so very reUgious." 

" Oh ! aye after an empty papacy sort of 
fashion, but I ken a better sort than her's and 
that was her mither's ; a doucer leddie never Uved, 
and her religion was the kind that helped a 
body. Miss Winnie helps no ane but her sel', 
and not mickle o' that. Weel, weel, but this is 
an extraordinar story of Josiah Stillman, may be 
they ha* plighted their troth, woman." 

" But — ^but — even so, Mrs Mactaggart, I begin 
to fear that if one of Stillman's stories thus 
turns out to be true, why the other may 
also." 

"What ither ? what ane wa' that." 

" Why, that Sir Thorold Tempest was making 
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love to another young lady down in Hereford- 
shire only a week ago." 

" Wed, to be sure ! but this beats a' ; the puir 
laddie, I canna believe it." 

*' But supposing it is true, don't 5^u think 
Miss Winnie ought to know ? " 

•*Na, na, never you greet for ither folks 
matters. Miss Winnie ain't the lassie to dee of a 
broken heart, and gin ye were to fash yersel wi' 
telling her anqj^r ither o' the stories, y'd get a 
look from the young leddie's een as you'd no 
forget in a hurry." 

" Yes, I am sure of that too, but who is the 
other young lady, think you ?'* 

"Weel, I have a notion as its Miss Pearl 
Beresford. Miss Madge, who likes a bit o' crack 
wi* her old Mactaggart o' nights, telt me as Sir 
Thorold Tempest was engaged to a Miss Pearl 
Beresford, but tak' my advice, Mrs Sniggles, and 
let the whale matter alane. I have lived amang 
the quality too long not to ken that they resent 
interference in sick matters as these.*' 

** Well, good day, my dear," said the widow, 
rising, " I must not stay another minute or Tony 
Booties will be turning the Red Hart upside 
down with some of his folUes." And little Mrs 
Sniggles retraced her homeward steps with a set 
purpose slowly forming in her heart, entirely at 
variance with the worthy housekeeper's parting 
counsel. 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE HARBOUR LIGHTS 

" And some shall enter the Haven wide, 
Full sail on the breast of a glorious tide ; 
And some shall come 
To our Golden Honse, 
Sore battered and spent from an angry sea." 

B. W. 

Dick Cheriton found the man he was seekmg 
leaning thoughtfuUy over the balustrade, gazing 
at the stretch of shore left by the receding tide. 
The sound of the doctor's dog-cart driving away 
from the entrance formed the clue to his friend's 
musings. 

" Pm afraid the report isn't quite so good this 
morning, old man," he said, laying his hand on 
Carlton's shoulder. 

*' I'm trying to believe it's the best of all, for 
him and for me too." 

" How long ? " Dick asked at length. 

** Twelve hours at the longest." 

"Does he know ?" 

Carlton shook his head, his moustache was 
quivering. 

*' Would you like me to tell him, Carl ? " 

The answer was a silent one. 

''Then I will go to him now, and Carl« 
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who do you think is here, and waiting to see 
you ? " 

" Not Thor," said the other, recovering his 
voice and cahnness together. 

" No other. I left him in the hall ; he will be 
rampaging like a lion if you don't go to him 
at once." 

"One minute, don't you think I might bring 
him in to see Hugh P I should like them to 
meet once again." 

" Certainly, I will get Miss Primrose to pre- 
pare the dear boy for his visit, so bring him as 
soon as you like.'' 

As the young clergyman entered the sick room, 
the scene that met his eyes remained graven 
upon his memory, never to be forgotten. With 
that sudden upleaping of the flame of life which 
so often takes place a few hours before its final 
flicker, Hugh Rivers sat propped among his 
pillows with the look and appearance of one 
suddenly restored to life, and almost to health, 
the incessant cough and the painful heaving 
of the poor heart and Imigs had given place, for 
the time being, to quiet and almost even 
respiration. A slight flush mantled his pallid, 
sunken cheeks, and that inevitable film over the 
eye-balls, the result of heavy drinking, was 
hidden in a sudden brightness. 

Kneeling by his bedside, one of his thin white 
hands clasped in both of hers, the large, soft 
shawl she had been wearing falling from her 
shoulders, her hat on the floor beside her, and 
a stray sunbeam touching her upturned face and 
crisp curls, knelt Constance Conway. 
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Cheriton saw that his entrance had been 
observed by none but Miss Primrose, who was 
standing on the farther side of the bed; he 
motioned to her, and she softly withdrew while 
he remained hidden from sight. 

Hugh's was the first voice he heard. 

" Say it again, dear." 

'• I give it all up, dear Hugh, for ever, for I 
believe that God Himself has shown me that it 
is not of Him." 

" How long ago was that, Connie ? " 

" I think I first began to doubt about — about 
— Christian Science being just aU it claimed to 
be when I was ill ; I can see that ever since then 
the light has been growing. But oh, Hugh dear, 
when you told me last week how you had 
received that glad message of pardon and 
acceptance through His precious Blood, I thought 
I should have died, died of joy for you, and of 
sorrow for myself. If — ^if — ^forgive my saying 
this dear, — if I had seen clearly for the first 
time how real a thing is sin and suffering, I 
saw then that His pardon and His Blood were 
greater reaUties still." 

" They are, Connie. For my sins of twenty 
years, black, reeking, awful as they were, are 
gone, blotted out for ever ; nothing but a miracle 
of Divine Grace could have done this — but — 
why, you here, old man ? Oh, Dick ! Connie 
has given up all that Christian Science for ever, 
and she belongs to Him, body and soul." 

The rector had stepped forward, he laid his 
hand softly almost reverently upon the girl's 
head, which had sunk upon the coverlet. 
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*' Therefore, with angels and archangels and all 
the company of Heaven we laud and magnify 
Thy glorious name, evermore praising Thee and 
saying 'Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord God of Hosts, 
Heaven and earth are full of Thy Glory, Glory 
be to Thee O Lord most High \" 

" Amen," it was Hugh's weak voice, low and 
solemn, and then for some minutes the clock on 
the landing outside could only be heard in the 
silence which reigned within. 

" Dick,'' said the invalid at length, placing his 
disengaged hand in the clergyman's, "I have 
not a care left, Connie belongs to God now, and 
He will take care of her I know ; He will not 
allow her to be lonely or friendless in this life 
again, will He, Dick ? '' 

"No, dear boy,'* was the quiet answer, "for 
God has given us to each other. Child," he said, 
falling on his knees by the girl's side and 
placing his strong arm around her slender waist, 
" place this little hand thus with mine in Hugh's 
and let us both look up in the dear lad's face 
and tell him that heart to heart, soul to soul, 
and hand in hand, we are going by God's grace 
to hve out the hfe that he would have lived, a 
pure, high, noble. God-fearing, and soul-rescuing 
life, had the Master seen fit to raise him up to 
serve Him ? " 

Constance lifted up two flaming cheeks for one 
instant, and then hid them again, her quivering 
lips refused to speak. Only the little white hand, 
quietly resting where the clergjonan had placed 
it, gave the answer which the two who watched 
her so deeply read aright. It was a strange 
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wooing, but the fact that it was, troubled neither 
of the three so closely linked together at that 
moment. 

Hugh's face was radiant. 

" Lord now lettest thou Thy servant depart in 
peace," he murmured, "Oh! Dick, fancy my 
saying the Nunc dimittis. I hope it won't be 
long, now — I know this about— Connie--and — 
you, — ^Dick, I have not a wish left, except to see 
my grand old Carl and my dear little Prim again, 
and then to go to Jesus. You don't mind 
Connie, do you, dear, if I could have lived and 
worked for Him, it would have been glorious, but 
since that is not His will, I long to see Him and 
to praise Him. Will it be long, Dick ? " 

The clergyman rose to his feet. 

" Burridge does not think that you will see to- 
morrow's sun set, Hugh." 

But Connie's powers of endurance had at 
length given way and she was weeping con- 
vulsively. 

" Come, little one," Cheriton said quietly, lift- 
ing the weeping girl, not upon her feet but into 
his arms. '' Ah ! Miss Primrose, I am glad you 
are returned, this yoimg lady is a Uttle overcome. 
I think she ought to go into the air. Good-bye, 
dear boy, I hope to send Carl to you in a few 
minutes' time but you must have a rest first " ; 
and he hurried away bearing Connie's weight of 
eight and a half stones as easily as if it had been 
that of twenty-three years ago. 

Little Miss Primrose, however, found her patient 
too exhausted by the excitement of the last thirty 
minutes to allow him to see anyone, even Carl, 
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for some hours, and the September sun was akeady 
sinking when the elder brother, followed by 
Thorold Tempest, at length softly entered the 
sick-room. 

^' Dick tells me this will be my last sun-set, 
Carl, old man," said the d3dng youth, smiling 
brightly into his brother's face, don't you 
remember mother's h3rmn, the one I mean we sang 
at her funeral. 

" Oh, for the pearly gates of Heaven, 
Oh, for the golden floor, 
Oh, for the san of Righteousness, 
That sctteth never more." 

The words came back to me so vividly as dear 
little Prim read to me the 7th of Revelations. 
• Washed in the Blood of the Lamb.' Oh, Carl, 
fancy, when mother sees me coming in among that 
white robed throng, what will not the wonder 
and the joy of her dear heart be." 

Carl grasped the hand held out to him in 
silence, and with a great pang in his heart, for 
the clamminess of death was upon it. 

" And you have no fear, dear heart ? " 

* ' None — ^none — Carl, I am Home-sick ! But who 
have you there ? " 

'* Our old friend, Thor, you remember him, do 
you not, Hugh ? and what a favourite he was of 
mother's." 

*'Dear old Thunderer, of course I do, come 
nearer and let me look at you. What a handsome 
fellow you have grown, Thor. Forgive me, dear 
old man, but when a fellow is d)ang there is not 
time for anything but reality. Do you belong to 
the Master, Thor ? " 
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The young baronet grew white to his very lips. 

'' I am afraid not. as you mean, dear boy/' he 
said at length. 

"Then I charge you, Thorold Tempest," 
continued the sick youth, succeeding in slightly 
raising himself upon one elbow, and looking at 
him through eyes already touched with the coming 
shadows, "msJce it the business of every minute 
of life God gives you henceforth to become so." 

"But — ^but — Hugh dear, I would willingly be 
lying where you are now, if I could only have 
your certainty— of — these things." 

" Certainty ! Thor, you know what I was only 
one short month ago, black through and through, 
the awful score of twenty years of degradation 
upon my conscience. Where, think you, are all 
those sins now?" 

" Nay, dear boy, that is beyond me to say, I 
trust forgiven." 

" Blotted out, as yonder little cloud is being 
blotted out before our eyes, gone for ever, in that 
Foimtain opened for all sin, the Blood of Jesus. 
Carl dear, and little Prim, pray that I may have 
strength to tell our dear old friend how He found 
me and saved me." 

But there was no need for such a request ; little 
Miss Primrose was already on her knees and 
Carl stood with his disengaged hand shading his 
eyes. 

"Dear Hugh," said Thor, huskily, "you must 
not tell me if the telling would do you harm ; but 
if not, God only knows how my whole being is 
yearning to hear all that you have the strength to 
tell me. 
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"Thorold, when this illness first came on I 
think I was nearly mad, the loathing I felt for 
myself and for my whole past life, at times almost 
amounted to frenzy, and had not my nerves been 
too shattered and my physical strength exhausted 
I should have hanged myself there and then. 
Instead of which the Lord surrounded me with 
His loved ones, little Prim with her trust and tact 
and tenderness was sent by Him to nurse me. 
Dear old Carl, oh Carl ! my brother, my brother, 
what has he not done for me ? And then came 
Dick Cheriton, faithful and unsparing Dick 
Cheriton. I shall never forget the awful horror of 
his first message, at least the first that ever seemed 
to reach and touch me, * the soul that sinneth, it 
shall die.' But in the darkness and agony of it 
aU, the Master sent Him again. And oh ! Thor, 
what do you think the message was, ' that Jesus 
Christ, the Son of God, had died for me,' in my 
stead ; death was the penalty of sin, I had sinned 
but oh, not until I reach the Master's feet and 
am with Him shall I be able to tell what the 
joy was when I saw as in a flash the glorious fact 
that my sins had met with their penalty. Jesus 
died in my stead and I was free, and not only 
this, but by that death upon the cross where He 
bore the whole black mass of the sins of the whole 
world, he had opened a fountain for all sin and 
uncleanness ; not only has the cross atoned for all 
sin, but the blood of Christ is so precious 
that it can cleanse the conscience and life of 
the blackest sinner. Only — only — ^Thor — we 
— must — each — one — come — to him — ourselves — 
and — He — will — save to — ^the uttermost." 
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The weak, earnest pleading, voice suddenly 
ceased. Miss Primrose rose quietly to her feet. 

Hugh Rivers lay still with closed eyes, Carlton 
knelt by his side, and pressed his lips upon his fore- 
head. Thor was kneeling too, his face buried in his 
hands. Suddenly the dying eyes opened and the 
whisper came again *' the — ^blood of Jesus.'* 

The eyes again closed. Little Miss Primrose 
stepped to Carlton's side and laid her hand on his 
shoulder. 

"Mr Rivers." she said-^Wtly, "your brother 
is no longer Home-sick." 



CHAPTER XX 

A CHALLENGE TO FAITH 

" More things are wrought by prayer than this world dreams of." 

Trnnyson. 

Dr Beresford remained long after Maxwell had 
left him, buried in profomid thought. Accustomed 
as this man of science was to search into the 
secrets of physical nature, he found it no easy 
task to attempt to analyse the character of the 
man who had just quitted him. And, as he at 
length asked himself, why should he venture to 
question the motive for conduct which has been 
from first to last so exceptionally magnanimous. 
Surely the one Une of action has been as heroic 
as the other. Had not the same nobility of 
character, which had impelled his benefactor to 
imperil his life yesterday, actuated him in risking 
his thousands to-day. Had he not acted as spon- 
taneously in the one instance as in the other ? 
And then again had not this astonishing avowal 
of his love for Pearl been made after, not before 
his priceless services had been rendered ? and did 
not this fact constitute a positive proof that the 
motives of this wonderful man has been as dis- 
interested as they were timely ? 

And what would his little girl say to the 
brilliant future suddenly opening before her? 
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What a fortunate thing it was that that thunder- 
ingly splendid old Thor had not attempted to 
win her heart. Well, Pearl seemed to be running 
off with all the beaux, if he were a yoimgster 
now, Clare — however, that had nothing to do 
with the question. Pearl was the lady of Maxwell's 
choice, and the child must be judiciously pre- 
pared to, at once, accept so magnificent a 
wooer. 

" I hope, my sweet Naomi," he continued half 
aloud, as he rose and began to pace his room, 
** will not allow any partiality for Clara's boy 
to interfere with the wisdom of securing such a 
splendid imion for our quiet little Pearl. Clare 
with her beauty and wit is certain to make a 
brilliant match* but Pearl — *' the door softly 
opened and Mrs Beresford entered with an open 
letter in her hand. 

" My dear, is this wise ? " exclaimed her 
husband anxiously, placing her among the 
cushions of the chair Maxwell had flimg himself 
into, not two hours ago. 

" I assure you, my love, I am perfectly well 
now ; Dr Ellison advised me to go for half an 
hour's stroll in the grounds, so Gretchen has been 
with me to the end of the drive. I could not 
find the girls anywhere, and Thomas told me 
that you were engaged with a visitor in your 
study. I wanted to see you so much, I have 
had a letter this morning from little Miss 
Primrose — " 

"' And what does this acme of spinsters say ? 
No, tell me, Naomi, I hate reading women's 
letters." 
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*' Well, in the first place, poor Hugh Rivers 
has passed away/' 

" Poor wretch, yet what a splendid little chap 
he was. Well I should think Carlton must feel 
relieved that such an incubus has been removed.'^ 

" I don't think he does ; Miss Primrose tells me 
here, that he is feeling the loss terribly. But, 
dear love, I have a delightful piece of news for 
you. Constance Conway is engaged to BIr 
Cheriton, the Rector of Puddleford." 

" That is indeed A.i." 

" Is it not ? And, George, do you object to 
my asking her to come to us, at once. She has 
no one but dear little Miss Primrose, and I think, 
imder the circumstances, it would not be exactly 
the thing for her to remain at Puddleford.'* 

"Certainly, my love, ask her down by all 
means, and let her marry from our home, poor 
little giri, and mind you ask that little brick. 
Miss Primrose, too, and of course we shall have 
to allow this parson to come whenever he can 
get away to see his lady-love." 

Mrs Beresford looked up with a gratified smile. 
The doctor, as a rule, hated visitors. The most 
ardent wish of her motherly heart had been, ever 
since she had read Miss Primrose's letter, that 
Constance should be married from their home ; it 
was indeed a deUghtf ul surprise to learn that this 
was her husband's wish too. 

" How pleased the girls will be," she said. " I 
wonder where they are ? " 

•• I am glad they are not here," was the reply, 
** for, Naomi, I have something very important to 
say to you ; are you really able, my dear, to 
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receive a communication of an unusual and 
most exciting nature ? " 

•* Perfectly so ; I only ask that you will hide 
nothing from me.'* 

** I promise not to do so. Have you any idea 
who my visitor was this morning ? '* 

" None whatever.*' 

" It was Loftus Maxwell, the man who saved 
your Ufe yesterday." 

" Dear, brave friend ! I wish you had let me 
know, I should like to have seen him to thank 
him again.'* 

"You will have an opportunity to do so to- 
night. I have asked him to dinner, and also to 
bring young Dudgeon, Thor's recent pupil, who 
comes to him to-day for a week's fishing. I told 
Thomas to tell Gibson, so it will be all right." 

" Yes. I am glad you have asked him, and 
now what have you to teU me ? " 

" Only this, that we have this morning, you 
and I and our girlies, been saved from a peril 
almost as deadly as that of yesterday, and by 
the same man." 

" My dear George, what do you mean ? " 

** I wiU tell you. For some days our bank 
affairs have been giving me some imeasiness, 
there seemed to be nmiours about which I could 
not imderstand ; this evening I had a wire from 
Flimipton, whidx spelt ruin — ^absolute ruin — " 

♦'Ruin—?" 

" Yes, there was a panic in the market, and 
the bank would have stopped payment to-night 
if—" 

•'Yes, if— " 
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*«If Maxwell had not come forward to our 
rescue at as precisely an opportune moment as 
he did yesterday." 

" What could he do ? *' 

** He wired to my bankers to place pretty near 
a quarter of a million to their deposit account and 
so stopped the panic and saved the situation." 

" George I cannot understand, what does it all 
mean ? " 

" He did not breathe a word of it imtil nearly 
half an hour after he had sent off the wire to his 
bankers." 

" Breath a word of what ? " 

*• Naomi, Thorold Tempest is not the only 
man who loves our little Pearl." 

" Husband, what are you saying ? " 

" That Marmaduke Loftus Maxwell, the all but 
miUionaire, the man who has twice saved the life 
of my precious wife (for, Naomi, I have not told 
you that Dr Ellison only this morning said that 
the comforts and luxuriance of your present life 
are an imperative necessity in your case), that 
this splendid brave fellow loves our child with all 
the depth and fervour of a strong man's nature." 

** But, George, what can he know of Pearl ? 
Our quiet little Pearl who has never left home 
since her school-life in Berlin." 

** It was there he met Pearl, or rather saw her. 
He fell in love with the child on the spot, it 
seems ; he has seen her once or twice since, but 
had never spoken to her imtil yesterday when he 
met her in the drive." 

" What a strange, incomprehensible, story. I 
frankly confess I do not like it, George." 
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'* Not like it, my dear, only think of all it 
means for our girl, what a brilliant future her's 
would be as the wife of one of the wealthiest 
men in England,* and such a splendid, brave, 
handsome fellow ; what more could you desire for 
the child ? " 

A name trembled on the lips of the gentle 
mother but she repressed it. 

" George, dear,*' she said almost faintly, " sup- 
pose our darling should not care for him ? *' 

" But she will, nay, she must, care for him, 
Naomi, her very gratitude to him will lead her to 
do so. I have heard her say more than once 
that there is nothing she could not do to show 
her thankfulness to the man who has saved her 
mother's life, and if she felt like this yesterday, 
only think what she will feel when she hears the 
story of this morning." 

" Yes— if— if " 

"If what my dear?" 

" If — she has not already learnt to love Thor." 

Softly as the name was spoken it caused her 
husband to spring to his feet, while an almost 
angry flush overspread his face. 

" Then all I can say is she had better unlearn 
such folly as speedily as possible. I absolutely 
forbid such nonsense. Nay, do not look so grieved, 
sweetheart," he continued more quietly, and 
pressing a kiss on his wife's forehead. "I 
do not yield even to you, my love, in admira- 
tion and affection and whole-hearted esteem for 
your beloved Clara's boy, but I cannot allow Pearl 
to turn from such prospects as these to marry a 
pauper baronet, even though Thor be the man. I 
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must write to the boy by the next post, and nip the 
whole thing in the bud, by acquainting him with 
my desire that Pearl should become betrothed to 
Maxwell. Handsome, elegible, yoimg baronets 
don't spring up like mushrooms in the fields, and 
Thor will not have much difficulty in finding a 
wife, but we cannot afford the luxury of giving 
him either of our girls. They must marry men 
with money. Remember, my darling, I Iwve a 
deUcate wife not yet forty years of age, ^ well 
as two daughters to leave provided for in the 
event of my death, and I am not going to 
have your comforts interfered with by possible 
penniless husbands. I am twelve years your 
senior, Naomi." 

" George, George, how can you speak thus ? " 
" Why, what a foolish little woman it is. Come, 
dry those dear eyes, sweetheart. I only want 
you, my love, to imderstand my reasons for 
wishing Pearl to accept this offer of marriage 
from one, who appears to me to be, as noble as 
he is wealthy. However, there is no need to do 
anything in a hurry. I feel it is only due to 
Maxwell to let the child know of this additional 
extent of our indebtedness to him, and then leave 
things to work themselves out. Maxwell is far 
too clear headed a fellow to propose all in a 
hurry. But Naomi, to tell you the truth, I cannot 
understand how it comes to pass that Qare is 
thus being left out in the cold, such a charming 
and attractive little puss as she is too ; if it were 
she the men were losing their heads over like 
this I should not be surprised. But Pearl is so 
quiet, and hasn't an ounce of repartee in the 
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whole of her composition, and then these fanatical 
religious ideas she has taken up, I should have 
thought they would have frightened men off; 
fancy a mite like her, not seventeen yet, begging 
to be let off balls and theatres for the rest of 
her life. I hate them all with such a deadly 
hatred myself, that out of sheer sympathy I gave 
my consent. But at the same time I almost 
Mdsh she were more like other girls, able to enjoy 
a little innocent gaiety." 

To all of this long speech Mrs Beresford, for 
some moments, returned no answer. At length she 
rose and laid a hand softly upon her husband's 
shoulder, looking up at him with an expression 
on her sweet face which, for the time, made 
him feel again like a lover in his teens. 

"George," she said, softly, "suppose Pearl 
is right, and you and I, and all of us, are 
wrong ?" 

" Nothing will ever make me beUeve that you 
are wrong," he answered, looking down upon her 
with love-lit eyes. 

" Perhaps, dear love, you and I are looking at 
all things, even at each'other, from a wrong stand- 
point. I have always gloried in you George, 
your knowledge and your science, and your power 
of piercing into the things hidden from others* 
eyes ; but, my husband, it has been slowly, but 
surely, borne in upon me that our Uttle Pearl 
has climbed higher than you have, and that 
she is breathing an atmosphere and gazing into 
Eternal Realities of which I, and even you, know 
nothing." 

Dr Beresford returned no answer ; he linked his 
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wife's arm in his, and they b^an to pace the room 
together. 

" And what does all this amomit to," he asked 
at length. 

" At least to this, George," was the soft, low, 
answer, "that I have learned from my child, 
that God hears and answers prayer. Will you 
not believe it too, dear heart ? " 

" If I don't beUeve it, wife, it is not the will 
but the power to do so that is lacking, and that 
reminds me of a talk I once had with Constance 
Conway. You will ask her and the little woman 
to come at once, will you not, Naomi ? " 

'* I will indeed." 

'*And now you must leave me, my dear, to 
write to Thor. It wouldn't do to keep the dear 
boy in suspense, I fear he is hit hard, Naomi." 

" I fear he is too." 

"What possible good would Pearl's belief in 
prayer do, think you." 

The lady's cheeks flushed softly. 

*• At any rate I am going to try it," she said 
in a low voice. If Thor were a wealthy man you 
would at once give your consent to our darling's 
being engaged to him." 

*' Most surely I would ; there is no man, in all 
this big world, so dear to me as Thorold Tempest." 

"Then I shall ask that wealth may be 
provided." 

" Well, go off to your praying then, sweetheart, 
and I to my letter. I am afraid the former will 
not be able to stand against the latter, little 
wife ; but stiD it is an innocent belief, so keep it 
— if you can." 
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But Mrs Beresford's only answer was a bright 
and beautiful smile, which remained in her 
husband's thoughts even while engaged in the act 
of dashing all Thor*s bright young hopes to the 
ground. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE PUPPIES 

" For ever from the Hand that takes 
One blessing from as, others fiUl ; 
And soon or late our Father makes 
His perfect recompense to all." 

Whittxer. 

A WEEK had passed away since the morning of 
Maxwell's eventful visit to Dr Beresford» and 
both he and Clifford Dudgeon had become almost 
daily visitors to Brooklands, but as yet the 
milUonaire had divided his attentions so equally 
between the sisters, that neither of them had the 
slightest suspicion of his attraction for one more 
than the other. Dr Beresford had painted his 
conduct regarding the financial panic, from which 
his prompt and spontaneous action had rescued 
them, in such glowing colours, that both girls, 
with all the proneness to hero-worship so in- 
separable from early youth, had placed him upon 
the pinnacle of their admiring gratitude and kept 
him there with a pertinacity which, if the truth 
must be told, was beginning to pall upon the 
man they thus delighted to honour, and resulted 
in his determination to end a condition which 
was by no means in the line of his present 
purpose. 



THB PUPPIES 219 

Clifford Dudgeon, on the contrary, took no 
pains to disguise the fact that he had fallen a 
hopeless and helpless victim to Clare's charms, 
and he had in consequence, with manifest delight, 
accepted his host's invitation to prolong his visit 
for another week. 

" I have been thinking," Maxwell said as the 
two men lingered over the breakfast table, about 
which the early autumn sunbeams were making 
merry with the china cups and silver dishes, 
"while the weather keeps so fine we might 
manage a little motoring. I am expecting a new 
car from town to-day, and I can keep the 
chauffeur as long as I like." 

"How spiffing! Where do you think of 
running?" 

** The Forest of Dean is in its glory now, and 
the roads are good there ; but I shall have to 
wire for that scoundrel Stillman. After all, his 
genius for finding out decent pubs and preparing 
a good spread is unique." 

" But I imderstood him to say he was going 
for a holiday. Do you know where he is ? " 

" Yes ! Strange to say, Carlton in his letter 
tells me he is staying at the Fair Haven at 
Puddleford. I hope dear old Rivers himself will 
be joining us shortly." 

" How soon do you think ? " 

" I expect as soon as he has seen Tempest off 
from Liverpool. I forget which day, but I know 
its some time next week." 

" Hinc ilia lachryma / " 

" My dear boy, by all that's wonderful, why ? " 

"Oh, we are all gone coons on Thorold 
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Tempest, especially your humble servant. 
Maxwell, mitil this last week, I reckoned my 
eight months trot with him as the very happiest 
time of my whole life. He is not one atom of 
a prig, yet there's something so high about the 
man that somehow he makes a fellow live high 
in spite of himself. Pm not given to swearing, 
but if I were a thousand times told, I could no 
more bring out an oath in Tempest's presence 
than I could in a giri's. It seems to me down- 
right dreadful that such as he should have to 
seek his fortime. I must see the last of the dear 
old man. Maxwell." 

**And so you shall, dear boy. I will motor 
you down to Liverpool m3^elf ." 

" Thanks awfully. I expect it will mean rather 
an early start though." 

** So much the better, I hate your late hours." 
" WeU, what do you say to a tramp to Brook- 
lands to arrange about this picnic ? I can drop 
my wire to Stillman on the way, or would you 
prefer the nags ? " 

" Oh, let us trudge it by all means," ex- 
claimed the happy Clifford, springing to his 
feet while the colour deepened beneath his 
freckles, "there is nothing Uke walking when 
one is — " 

"In love." 

The young man started and for a moment tried 
to look dignified, the next he had burst into a 
bo5dsh laugh. 

" It's no good trying to hide it, I am in love, 
Maxwell ! hopelessly, madly in love ; I could 
never have believed that this world . contained 
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an3rthing half so sweet and lovely as Clare 
Beresford." 

"Well, I wish you good luck, with all my 
heart." 

" Thanks, old fellow. But I say, Maxwell, did 
you ever see such a contrast between two sisters 
in your life as between the Miss Beresford's ? " 

" Never." 

" Nor I either ; the one so absolutely charming, 
one sweet tangled mass of whims and moods, 
each one more delightftd than the last, the 
other—" 

"Yes, the other— ?" 

** So quiet, and well, don't you know, so 
changeless — tho', perhaps that's not exactly the 
word." 

•• I think it is exactly the word, so changeless. 
But we ought to be starting, dear boy, it takes 
pretty nearly an hour to climb the woods, and 
would you believe it, it's well past eleven. Ah ! 
these wicked English hours. Why, at Klon- 
dyke— " 

" I wish you would tell me something of your 
life there, Maxwell." 

" Certainly. I'll try to spin a yam as we 
trudge along." 

When Maxwell and his guest at length reached 
Brooklands they found only Mrs Beresford at 
home. The doctor and the two girls had driven 
to the station to meet Constance Conway and 
Miss Primrose. 

" You must both stay to luncheon," the lady 
said, with her usual gentle courtesy, "and 
discuss this wonderful picnic with my husband. 
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But will even your three cars take us all, Mr 
Maxwell, remember there will be two besides 
ourselves." 

" Most assuredly. If you and the doctor take 
Miss Primrose with you in one of the large cars, 
which really hold four. Dudgeon here will 
look after Miss Clare and Miss Conway, and if 
you will trust Miss Pearl to me, we will bring up 
the rear. I think you will find the nm a very 
pleasant one," he continued quietly, ignoring 
the almost startled look on his hostess's face. 
" The machine I am asking you to do me the 
honour of occupying is exceptionaUy well hung 
and tyred. I do not think you will experience 
any motion whatever." 

" I feel almost sure I shall not. You are very 
kind, Mr Maxwell." 

" Kind ! Mrs Beresford, remember you are 
speaking to one who has led a lonely nomad life 
for years ; what think you, the opening of those 
golden gates into your Hesperides means to me, 
especially as I have fovmd the apples without 
the dragon." 

" Perhaps the dragon is only sleeping," said 
the lady archly. 

** Then all I have to do is to gather the apples 
before he awakes. With such golden glory in 
my possession I would defy Polyphemus him- 
seK." 

Mrs Beresford felt the colour flushing to her 
temples. She turned, however, to Clifford, who 
was begmning to feel a Uttle mystified, and for 
some reason he could not fathom, a trifle de 
irop. 
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*'Have you heard from your sisters again, 
Mr Dudgeon ? " she said gently. 

"Yes, I had a long letter from Babs this 
morning. I hope you won't mind, Mrs Beresford, 
but she is sending the two last of her puppies to 
your daughters. It*s to be hoped Bobs won't be 
jealous/' 

" Not if they are quite small puppies I should 
imagine. It is very kind of Miss Barbara to 
think of them. I am sure my daughters will be 
delighted. What are they ? *' 

" Airdales, very good breed, prize dogs on both 
sides." 

•* But we ought to know when they arrive ; it 
would never do to keep the poor little things at 
the station after their long journey." 

" Oh ! that is all right. Mrs Sniggles is coming 
to help your cook, isn't that it, Maxwell ? " 
Clifford asked turning to his host. 

" Yes, I believe so. Mrs Sniggles is a charm- 
ing widow, Mrs Beresford. I am sorry to say 
she keeps a pubUc house by name " the Red 
Hart " when she is at home, but a cousin from 
somewhere or other has arrived to look after it 
for her for 4 time, and she has very kindly 
offered to help my cook who has poisoned her 
hand, and no doubt Miss Barbara is taking this 
opportunity of sending .the last of her canine 
treasures to your daughters, and in doing so she 
is, I am convinced, parting with that which is of 
no small value in her eyes. I have seen the 
litter, and they are one and all simply perfect." 

*• It is very sweet of her. I hope Bobs will 
receive them favourably." 
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*' Oh! I think so. Airdales are, as you know, 
kennel dogs, and need not in the least interfere 
with Bob's comfort or dignity, but I should 
imagine his majesty is too well assured of his 
own position to feel jealous, like certain people I 
have met with." 

"Very likely," was the laughing response. 
" But surely you are not going, Mr Maxwell. 
Will you not remain to lunch and meet our 
friends ? " 

«* I think not. But we will bring the pups 
over this afternoon, and, in the meanwhile, you 
will perhaps talk over the matter of this picnic 
with the doctor. I must" leave to-morrow clear 
for Stillman to make arrangements, but if you 
have no other engagement for the day after I 
think we might arrange for that day, do you not 
think so?'* 

" As far as I know ; but there is the possibility 
that Mr Cheriton may be here. My husband has 
given him carte blanche to come whenever he 
likes. Would there be room for him ? " 

" Certainly, either in Clifford's car or yours, 
mine only holds two, and I should prefer keeping 
to my present arrangement concerning that ; the 
other two are entirely at your disposal to 
apportion as you choose, both hold four, besides 
the chaffeur and a servant." 

The morning of the picnic arose without a 
cloud, a soft, still, haze promised a glorious day, 
and Pearl, who always slept with her windows 
wide open, was awakened by the clear trill of 
the robin beneath her casement. She had never 
broken through the habit of her early German 
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rising, and the quiet hour, thus always placed at 
her disposal, was to her the most fondly treasured 
in all the day. Gretchen, who was prepared to 
love the very ground on which Pearl's small feet 
trod, always insisted on bringing her young 
mistress a glass of milk fresh from the early 
milking, before she rose, and this refreshed and 
sustained her for the hour of communion which 
followed, generally spent, as on this particular 
occasion by the river's side. 

As already stated, it was a beautiful morning, 
.filled with that soft quiet stillness of early 
autumn, when one could almost imagine that 
nature was resting, calmly waiting for the 
sickle to gather the fruit she had been labouring 
to prepare and bring forth for the service of 
man. Only a soft, sweet, ceaseless twitter and 
trill told that the birds still lived, but the 
insects had forgotten alike their busy buzz, and 
idle drone, and the bees and butterflies had 
departed with the summer. In the hazy distance, 
on the farther bank of the river, some reapers 
were at work, and two women were carrying 
baskets, ladened with sun-kissed apples, to the 
farmstead beyond; something of the universal 
stillness and rest stole into Pearl's young heart, 
as she raised her eyes from God's Book of Grace, 
resting upon her knee, to His other Book of 
Nature, opened before her. 

For some reason she could not fathom, Pearl 
shrank from the thought of the coming picnic. 
The very fact that Maxwell had, it would almost 
appear intentionally, laid so much stress upon 
his wish that she should occupy the small 

p 
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Uu^drUte car with him filled her with a feeling 
of dismay. In spite of the gratitude with which 
his conduct would never cease to inspire her, his 
presence always seemed to depress her. She felt 
convinced he had never forgotten the foolish 
words of eulogiiun she had lavished upon him 
in her ignorance of his identity, and she, in her 
turn, had never forgotten the words he had 
uttered on that, as she always termed it to her- 
self, unfortunate occasion. It all came back to 
her with three-fold force on this particular morn- 
ing. Her eyes had been unconsciously following 
the movements of a large garden spider, who was 
laboriously spinning his beautiful geometrical 
web from twig to twig of one of the branches 
before her. How quietly, how persistently the 
Uttle creature worked. Pearl fanned away a 
silver and golden-winged fly, advancing towards 
the gossamer meshes, and felt a pleasure she 
could not understand as she watched the insect 
soar away into freedom. 

The next instant the sweet eyes had closed 
and the golden head had bent low. Had she 
forgotten ? Was not her life hid with Christ in 
God ? And could anything happen to her with- 
out His will ? " Kept by the power of God,'* what 
more could she need ? What more — even — even 
— ^if — . A little pitiful quiver of the silent lips, 
but faith conquered, and when the young 
Christian raised her eyes they were shining with 
a Ught that was not of this world. 

" Pearl, may I come ? " 

It was Constance Conway who had stepped to 
her side. 
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Peaxl greeted her with that same beautiful 
smile, and made room on the seat beside her. 

** Your shoes are very thin, dear," she said, 
" and the dew is very heavy, I hope you did not 
venture across the grass." 

" No, I came along the path. Oh ! Pearl ! 
how exquisite it all is. Do you know, I almost 
feel as if I had been dreaming all my life and 
have only just awakened to all the beauty and 
loveliness of everything. What are you reading, 
sweet ? ** 

The clear girlish voice repeated softly, ** In 
everything by prayer and supplication with 
thai^sgiving let your requests be made known 
unto God, and the peace of God, which passeth all 
understanding, shall keep your hearts and minds 
through Jesus Christ." 

" You have had that peace for a long time, 
Pearl." 

•' I know I have longed to possess it, but— " 

" I saw it on your face, shining through your 
eyes. It was that which drew me to you. Pearl, 
from the very first. I recognised it, for I had 
seen it on Deborah's face, and now — ^now." 

" You know it is for you too, dears" 

" Yes, for me too. Oh ! how wonderful for 
mer 

" Tell me all about it, Connie." 

" I hardly know how to put it into words. I 
am so happy, and the beautiful part is that the 
joy, the Heavenly Joy, all came before — ^before 
I knew about Mr— Dick*s love. Oh, Pearl! 
I felt so weary and tired, like a little ship 
battered about by the storm, and then Hugh 



came ; I shall be able to tell you all some day, 
but I can't speak of it just yet, and then — and 
then He sent Dick to me. I am so glad he is 
coming to-day, I long for you to know him, he 
is, oh ! I cannot tell you what he is, so strong 
and so tender, such a real man and yet as 
gentle as the gentlest woman. And, Pearl, is it 
not lovely of him ? He says Deborah is never to 
leave us; he is going to have two rooms fitted up 
for her at the rectory, with all the dear old 
furniture from Erskine Street she is so fond of, 
the stuffed stool and the quaint old pictures, 
and everything that belonged to her old home, 
and she is to live with us till the Lord takes her. 
And, oh ! won't it be lovely working among 
those dear sailors' wives and children, you 
cannot think how I am getting to love them." 

" And has Miss Primrose consented ? " 

•• Yes ; Dick made her." 

The tears of joy were sparkling in Connie's 
eyes, and Pearl's were glistening with S3mipathy. 

*' There is only one thing that makes me sad, 
Pearl." 

" What is that, dear ? " 

"Mr Carlton Rivers. He looks so changed 
and quiet ; but you will soon see him for yourself. 
He is returning to Mr Maxwell's after " 

•• After what ? " 

••After he had seen Sir Thorold Tempest oflE 
to Canada." 

" Pearl did not speak, but Constance saw the 
sweet face suddenly flush, only to become the 
next instant deadly pale. 

*' Connie," she said at length, in a voice through 
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which the other could detect soft vibrations of 
pain. 

" If — if — such a dreadful thing should happen 
that you had to lose Mr Cheriton's love, do you 
think that that would interfere with the other joy." 

It was Connie's turn to pause, but the answer 
came at last, as still and true as the sky above 
them. 

** No, Pearl, not even that could separate me 
from my Lord." 

"Thaiik you, dear. No nothing, nothing can 
separate from Him. Come Connie, I am sure 
that was the second gong for breakfast." 



CHAPTER XXII 

NEW THEOLOGY 

"Whatjunl? 
A child ciying in the night, 
A child crying for the light, 
And with no language but a cry." 

In Mbmoriam. 

Carlton Rivers was slowly pacing the platform 
of the Great Lime Street Terminus. The season 
was late and there were only a few loiterers about, 
most of whom were waiting, as he was, for the 
arrival of the down express from London. Many 
a passing glance was bestowed upon the striking 
form and face of the man, who appeared to be as 
unconscious of his surroundings, as when, six 
months previously, he had stood upon the balcony 
outside his poor little room in Berlin. As he 
paces the platform, we have, as those aroimd had, 
leisure to observe and describe him. 

His figure was tall and well proportioned, 
possessing a nobility of bearing all its own, and 
while his features were not sufl&ciently regular to 
be termed handsome, they were characterised by 
an expression of calm self-possession, which at 
first sight acquaintance not unfrequently inter- 
preted as the outcome of a sternness, almost 
amounting, to haughtiness of character, and yet to 
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those who knew Carlton Rivers best, the intense 
humility and self -elimination of the man formed 
his most striking and arresting characteristics. 
The slight tinge of grey in the hair that still 
clustered thickly aroimd his well-formed temples, 
and flecked his heavy moustache, accentuated the 
dignity of his whole appearance, and helped to 
impart a noli me tangere air to this lineal descen- 
dant of a hundred peers. But the consciousness 
of what Joe Crimp had termed his good birth had 
but little place at any time in River's musings, 
which, just at this present time, was absorbed in 
the thought of the brother who had constituted the 
one aim, and, strange as it may appear to relate, the 
centre of his life. With that simple faith which 
had pierced the darkest hour of his life and had 
revealed to him the Eternal love of God in Christ, 
he had always unquestioningly believed that the 
prayer of his gentle mother, and the constant cry 
of his own heart would be answered, and when 
the poor erring, sinning, brother had come back to 
the Father — and to him, and that with more than 
a revival of that former sweetness and winsome- 
ness of character, which had made him, in the 
words of the poet's native admirer, " The admired 
of all circles and the darlint of his own." He 
could not for the first few moments believe that 
he was only to rejoice over the brother, who had 
been dead, and was alive again, who had been 
lost and was found, for the one brief eleventh 
hour only. But Carlton had been a learner for 
many years in the Master*s School, and with him 

" Faith could breath a glad Amen, 
To erery dear command." 
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And he knew it was "all right/' and yet, no 
earthly friend could gauge the depth of the 
regret that lay within the ever intrusive reminder 
of what life would have henceforth been to him 
if Hugh, his brother now twice told, had — ^had 
only — ^been permitted to live just a few years 
longer. 

This thought was ringing its usual dumb pain 
through his heart when the shriek of the advancing 
train effectually dispelled it. The next instant 
Thorold Tempest had sprung, Gladstone in hand, 
from a third class carriage, and both men were 
ringing each others hands in the strong grasp of 
a deep and abiding friendship. 

" You are looking down in the chops, old man," 
was Thor's expressive, if not exactly Chester- 
fieldian greeting. "Fm as himgry as all the 
hunters in existence, come and let us get a 
good feed somewhere." 

" By all means, I begin to feel decidedly peckish 
myself. My train came in half-an-hour ago, and 
Fve been cooling my heels ever since. It's good 
to see you again, old man, and you are really 
looking A.I:" 

** Well, I've been 'livened up a bit. I'll tell you 
all about it when this aching void, etc., etc." 

They had entered the Railway Hotel dining 
room, and were soon seated vis-d-vis at a small 
round table, pleasantly situated in the sunny 
window, discussing the substantial meal set before 
them by an obsequious waiter, who, in the some- 
what desert Liverpudlian air, hailed the entrance 
of " real swells such as them ", according to the 
rarity of the occasion. 
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In the meanwhile, while both had plenty^ to say 
to each other, it was very evident that Atther 
of them had, as yet, approached the one subject 
that was l)dng nearest to their hearts. 

Thor was the first to begin to do so. 

"Look here, dear boy," he said, bending 
forward, as he, at length, laid down his knife and 
fork," before I tell you of my adventures in town, 
I want to disburden myself of ^mething which I 
have come to the decision you ought to know." 

Rivers raised his eyes without speaking ; from 
the tone of the other's voice he knew what he was 
going to say had something to do with Hugh. 

'' Carl, old man, I know it all seems awfully hard 
to you — hard I mean that — that — Hugh should 
have been restored to you — morally and spirit- 
ually, — only to be taken away." 

** Not hard — not hard — " Rivers answered, in 
quiet dreamy tones. " In the lives over which God 
rules, their can be no mistake, but it is painful, 
yes, I grant you, that it is painful, if he might have 
lived—" 

'* He would have been a idiot." 

Carlton startled and flushed. 

** By what right do you say this ? " 

" Both the doctors solemnly assured me of the 
fact. Some function in the brain had become 
impaired, and if he had Uved a week longer the 
painful fact would have been only too apparent ; 
he would either have become hopelessly insane or 
irremediably imbecile, and if he had not died when 
he did, he would have lived probably for many 
years in that condition. The real cause of death 
was meningitis." 
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There was a slight quiver of the grey moustache, 
the owner snatched up a daily paper and become 
hidden in its columns, but Thor's one glance told 
him that it was upside down. He followed his 
friend's example, however, and with very little 
more enlightment as to what he read. 

He was interrupted by the attentive waiter. 

" What sweets, sir." 

Rivers suddenly laid down his paper, his face 
had become luminous. 

"Order whatever you like, Thor, I will fall in 
with anything.'* 

As the man departed in the quest for plum tart, 
cream, and coffee, he stretched his hand across 
the table, and his momentary grasp was like a 
vice. 

"God bless you," he said hoarsely. "Thorold 
Tempest, old friend, you have been the messenger 
of the God of the whole earth to my soul 
to-day ! Alleluia ! oh, my God ! Alleluia ! " 

Thor's eyes were sparkling. 

"And I think I have another message to bring 
you " he said, " at least, it is one which has come 
to me with all the joy of a sudden discovery." 

"Nothing can be like the other," Rivers 
answered, " however, let*s have it." 

" Well, — ah ! here comes our friend with the 
plimi tart of our childhood, and the cream which 
he is ready to assure us on oath isn't calves brains, 
and the coffee that — ^well Mocha isn't in it. Eh 
bien, while we thus regale the outer man I am 
prepared to impart to your inner man the most 
wholesome food that my moral faculties have 
tasted for a long time." 
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" Where did you find such spiritual ambrosia." 

"A fellow I chummed with at the Camion 
Street Hotel, where I put up for the night or two 
I was in town, persuaded me to go to the City 
Temple to hear a man preach, who is considered 
the foremost exponent of the New Theology^ 
When I tell you that I went again at night of my 
own accord, you may imagine I found the man 
worth listening to.'* 

"And worth looking at from all I hear.*' 

'" I should think so, my boy ; his is the most 
delightful man's face I have ever seen. His 
manner, too, is utterly imstudied, none of that 
mannerism one so often meets with in these 
goody-goody b^gars. And his voice is quiet and 
pleasant; if the man talked utter nonsense he 
would be worth looking at, and his voice worth 
listening to." 

" And what had he to tell you ? " 

" He was preaching on this New Theology, for 
the life of me I cannot remember his text, but my 
knowledge of shorthand enabled me to dot down 
some of the things he said, which struck me as 
most striking and refreshingly original." 

"Have you them with you?" asked Rivers, 
slowly stirring his coffee. 

" Most certainly I have, here, in my note book, 
they are in no consecutive order, but just as they 
happened to strike me. The whole of his sermon, 
however, was an insistance on the grandeur and 
scope of human nature ; for instance, while he 
allowed that Christ was Divine — but I will 
read you his actual words : * Jesus was God, 
but so are we'. He was not God in that 
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He possessed an infinite consciousness, no more 
are we." 

" And you seriously accept such a proposition, 
always remembering that it is in direct contra- 
diction to the reveaded Word of God. However, 
suppose you read me all you have there first, then 
we will apply the Word of God to it afterwards. 
Are you willing ? " 

" Certainly. The next extract I have is 
* Jesus expressed fully and completely in, and 
as far as a finite conscience ever could, that 
aspect of the nature of God which we have 
called the Eternal Son of God, or Christ, or 
Ideal Man, who is the soul of the Universe, we 
are expressions of the same pro-ordeal Being ' ; so 
far about our Lord." 

" Stay, allow me to add what that unhappy 
man has written against his own soul concerning 
the atoning work of our adorable Lord." 

** What has the death of Jesus effected ? 
Nothing, and nothing was ever needed." 

" What other blasphemies have you recorded, 
Thor, from this modem Adonis ? " 

The young baronet looked up quickly. 

"Well, 1 must confess it does sound a trifle 
sickly as I read it aloud to you, but after all 
what a grand conception of human nature." 

" You think so ? Well proceed." 

" Here is what he said of sin : ' Sin is actually 
a quest for life, but a quest pursued on the 
wrong track, so that a drunkard in giving way 
to drink is unconsciously trying to reach his 
ideal. But sin has never injured God, except- 
ing through man. It is the God within us that 
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is injured rather than the God without. It is 
time we had done with the unreal language 
about the Judge on the Great White Throne, 
Whose justice must be satisfied before His 
mercy can operate '." 

"It is impossible for any man to believe in 
the Fall as it is understood and taught." 

" Then again, concerning the Resurrection and 
Ascension, he said that no theory of the 
Resurrection is indispensable or of any first-rate 
importance, the Ascension only teaches that 
when our Lord had done all He wanted with 
His Body it dissipated ! " 

" Do you wish to read me any more of those 
extracts ? " 

" I have several ; he spoke very highly of the 
Church of Rome, but I think I will not bore 
you with any more. I am sure you don*t like 
them, and, to tell you the truth, I don't feel their 
power, myself, quite as much as I did when the 
man himself was uttering them." 

** Thor, we will begin with your first extract." 
"Just glance roimd the room. I do not wish 
to speak unkindly of my fellows, and if I appear 
to do so it is with a purpose. Look at the 
occupants of the various tables, that woman 
opposite the entrance with painted eyes and 
rouged lips and cheeks and dyed hair. Look 
at the girl, still a child, beside her, see how they 
are both trying to attract attention and ad- 
miration. Look further off at the bloated faces 
of both those men with whisky and brandy 
beside them. Glance at all the faces in the 
room and tell me if you see the mark of 
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anything noble or grand or God-like on any 
one ? " 

Thor brought back his eyes after their long 
survey round the room to his companion's face. 

" No, old fellow," he answered, " a more 
worldly and heartless lot it would be difficult 
to find if the old saymg be true, 'In fronte 
maUa fides':' 

" And yet the man you heard yesterday has 
dared to level every person in this room up to 
an equality, an equsdity, mind you, with our 
Lord Himself. He told you that every one of 
them — is — God — that is what the New Theology 
sa3rs — now listen to what God Himself says. 
"There is none righteous, no not one. There 
is none that understand, there is none that 
seeketh after God, they are all gone out of the 
way, they are altogether become abominable. 
There is none that doeth good, no not one," and 
so on, as you will find it in the third of Romans, 
and we are especially told that this is said that 
* every mouth may be stopped and all the world 
may become guilty before God '. Dear boy, let 
your own conmionsense answer you which 
applies, the extracts of the man you heard 
yesterday or — God's." 

Thor's only answer was a troubled look. 

"No, no," continued the other, "it is the 
Satanic hiss that lured man on to his fall, which 
is re-echoing in this modern would-be Eden of 
ours, * Ye shall be as Gods '. And then guage 
if you can the blatant blasphemy of this 
creature's vaimt concerning sin. A man trying 
unconsciously by any filthy indulgence, he is 
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weakly yielding to, to attain his ideal, which word, 
remember, in the New Theology always stands for 
God. Thor, forgive an old friend, but what did 
you leave outside when you entered the City 
Temple yesterday." 

" I hope any preconceived prejudice," was the 
answer. 

"I should call it by another name. Do you 
know certain words of poor old Jerome occurred 
to me as you were reading out your preacher's 
remarks, and they brought me more comfort 
than I generally find in an3rthing he sa)^. They 
are to be found, I think, in his commentary on 
Hosea. 'Nullus enim potest haeresim struere 
nisi qui ardentis ingeniaeest '." 

"Which I suppose you would construe. No 
man can become a builder up of heresy unless 
he is possessed of a shining genius." 

" Exactly, and from the extracts you have 
just given me, and others, I have myself read, I 
do not think we have very much to fear from 
the preacher of the City Temple or from the 
New Theology either." 

" Rather a sweeping statement, Carl, but a — " 

" * What is the chaff to the wheat, saith the 
Lord. Is not my word like a fire, Uke a 
hammer that breaketh the rock to pieces!' 
ShaU we proceed with our analysis old man ? " 

'*No," said Thor, rising, "the man is one 
fool, and I'm another. Come away, Carl, I feel 
stifled in this atmosphere. Pay the bill, there's 
a good fellow, and we'll halve afterwards. I 
shall be waiting for you outside." 

"To tell you the truth," Thor said, as his 



friend rejoined him a few minutes later on the 
steps of the hotel, "I am beginning to feel a 
trifle desperate ; what appears absolute rot to- 
night appeared to constitute the proverbial straw 
to a drowning man yesterday. But let it go, 
let everything go, the last spark seems to have 
become extinguished. Can you remember an 
apostrophe to darkness, Carl, black inky darkness, 
for that is where your friend is to-night.'* 

Softly, reverently, calmly, came the answer in 
the well-remembered words, "*Who is he that 
walketh in darkness and hath no light, let him 
trust in the Name of the Lord and stay upon 
his God. Behold all ye who kindle a flre and 
compass yourselves about with sparks, walk in 
the light of your fire and in the sparks that ye 
have kindled. This shall ye have of Mine Hand, 
ye shall lie down in sorrow!' Thank God, the 
sparks have gone Thor, and only the thick dark- 
ness left. For Moses is not the only man who 
has fo\md God therein." 

There was no answer, and the two men 
descended the steps and passed on their way 
together in silence. 

" Carl," Thor said at length, '* I did not teU 
you that I have had a letter from Dr 
Beresford." 

"Lately?" 

**Yes, the day before yesterday. She is lost 
to us both, old man." 

Rivers turned roimd with an expression so 
nearly approaching to haughtiness that Thor 
looked startled. 

" You must explain yourself, dear boy," he said. 
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" I will. Pearl Beresford is about to become 
the affianced bride of Marmaduke Loftus 
Maxwell, one of the wealthiest men in 
England." 

" Never." 

**Fact. Her own father is a pretty good 
authority for the statement." 

" Has he told you, and in plain words ? " 

** In very plain words, so we may both take 
what comfort we can from the fact that that 
will never come between us." 

"It never would, under any circumstances, 
have come between us. I need not tell you that 
it would have been impossible to have been in 
her company as frequently, as a professor 
usually is with his pupils, without coming under 
the spell of her sweet and beautiful influence. 
But I knew it was never intended to be any- 
thing more to me than a dear and precious 
memory, and it never will be anything more, 
Thor, and never would have been ; very precious* 
very holy, if you will, but still a memory." 

" Carl, Carl, where did you learn all this, and 
who was your teacher ? " 

'' I learned it in the darkness where yon are 
now, and my teacher was the Eternal Love Who 
gave Himself for me." 

" Well, I only wish, by what means I care not, 
I could learn what you have learned." 

" So you will, dear boy, only let the last spark 
of man's kindling go out, and slowly, but surely, 
the true light will dawn to shine more and more 
until the perfect day." 



CHAPTER XXIII 

THE PICNIC 

** Viola—* But if »hc cannot love you, sir.* 
Duke — * I cannot be so answered.' ** — Twelfth Night. 

Any doubt Constance Conway may have enter- 
tained concerning the favourable impression 
Dick Cheriton would produce upon her friends 
at Brooklands was entirely dissipated from the 
first moment of his arrival. With his huge 
presence, hearty laugh, genial manners, truth, 
and reality stamped upon every feature, tone, and 
manner, the yoimg Rector of Puddleford won 
every heart with every hand he grasped (no formal, 
conventional, bows for him). Even Maxwell 
seemed to throw aside his usual languor, and to 
sparkle into something like animation, as the two 
men greeted each otiier; and the always, more 
or less, unobservant Dr Beresford found an oppor- 
tunity to draw the happy bride elect aside, and 
to whisper in her ear, "My dear child. Heaven 
has indeed sent you a man, and I congratulate 
you from the very depths of my being." 

Clifford Dudgeon, indeed, who held his own 
ideas of clerical asceticism, would have preferred 
that as a "Parish Priest" there had not been 
quite so much of ,him, but even his preference 
for a more attenuated sacerdotal type, was 
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not proof against the infection of the young 
rector's genial brightness, Mrs Beresf ord received 
him with a sweet motherliness that won his heart 
for ever, Pearl, with the unaffected frankness of 
a sister — ^which remark, however, could hardly be 
said to apply to Clare. 

•'Don't be jealous, my dear," exclaimed that 
audacious young person, ** but I assure you I am 
head over heels in love with your Mr Cheriton 
already. Do let him speak to me sometimes, or 
Clifford Dudgeon will be the death of me." 

Everything and everyone was ready for the 
start at last, the only change in the progranune 
being that Mrs Sniggles had been pressed into 
the service, at the last moment, as a possibly 
needed attendant upon the ladies, and occupied 
the back seat by little Miss Deborah in the first 
car, her highly decorated hat and blooming 
cheeks offering a strong contrast to the pale, 
tranquil face beside her, framed in its neat straw 
bonnet. 

Clare was looking lovely in her dainty dress 
and pretty motor cap, with the white veil tied 
in a large bow under her soft, dimpled chin» 
upon which a distracting little black patch 
covered an invisible woimd, where the puppy 
was supposed to have scratched her, and yet as 
the sisters stood side by side on the broad steps 
waiting to be escorted to their respective cars, 
there was an expression on Pearl's young face, 
at once so thrilling in its purity and grace, which, 
to more than one pair of eyes, outrivalled the 
beauty of the other, as tluB first pale star of 
evening outshines the more dazzling lights of earth. 
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Maxwell had inexorably carried out his own 
plans, and it was with something like a feeling of 
dismay in her heart that Pearl leant back among 
the well-placed cushions, by his side, and watched 
the two cars before them, one after the other, 
start off along the pretty country road. The day, 
however, was so delightful, the motion so enrap- 
turing, the scenery so lovely* and her companion 
so perfectly at his ease, and yet withal so unob- 
trusively attentive, that by d^ees a reassuring 
sense of safety stole into her heart and imper- 
ceptibly led her to yield entirely to the enjoy- 
ment of the hour. 

** Tour friend's fianc6 is a grand fellow, Miss 
Pearl/' 

They had been bounding along at such a rate 
that conversation had become impossible, but the 
other cars were in sight and the speed slackened, 

•* Is he not," Pearl answered, '* and I feel con- 
vinced he is as true and real as he looks." 

" *True and real ', is that your highest estimate 
of a character ? " 

"Surely nothing can be grand and beautiful 
that is neither one nor the other." 

** Then you do not admure Desdemona because 
she died with a falsehood on her lips, and yet 
could she have used her dying breath more nobly 
than to defend her husband's honour, and he her 
murderer." 

"I cannot answer for Desdemona, Mr Maxwdl, 
she probably fulfilled the highest ideal she knew 
of." 

"And could she have fulfilled anything 
higher ? " 
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Pearl lay back among her cushions, and 
Maxwell saw the delicate face flush before she 
answered. 

"I think there is something higher even for 
human love." 

" Are you going to tell me what that is ? " 

" ' I could not love thee, love, so much, loved I 
not honour more'.'' 

Maxwell bit his lips almost fiercely, and a dark 
look stole into his eyes. But Pearl did not 
perceive it. Her gaze was fixed on the fair scene 
before her, and her thoughts seemed far away. 

" So that is your creed, Miss Pearl, is it ? You 
could not love anyone imless they fulfilled your 
ideal of honour." 

''So much," answered the girl, with a sudden 
trembling of her Ups, " that my gratitude and 
esteem for the friend who has risked his own life, 
and — and— other things to save my mother's 
will only fade with my last conscious moment." 

"And suppose that did not satisfy him?" 
Maxwell was bending towards her, he had taken 
one little gloved hand in his. 

Pearl turned her frightened, tremulous, gaze 
upon him. 

"I ask for more than that. Pearl." 

** What — ^what — ^more can I give you, Mr 
Maxwell ? " 

" Your love, child." 

She drew back white and trembling. 

" Not that ! Oh I not that ! " 

•* You don't hold me worthy of it, and I'm 
not," he answered bitterly. 

"Oh! yes, a thousand times yes," she 
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answered, with a great effort driving back her 
tears. " Only, only " 

•• Only what ? you pretty, trembling dove." 

The colour came boimding into her face, dyeing 
the roots of her golden hair. 

" Mr Maxwell," she answered, drawing herself 
up and trying to extricate her hand, *' I can 
never, never love anyone in that way unless ** 

" Yes, unless " 

•* Unless — they belong — ^to — ^the Lord — Jesus," 

" Do not I belong to Him ? " 

" Do you ? " was the whispered response. 

" No child, I don't, that is, not as you mean. 
But, Pearl, believe me, I want to. My mother 
prayed that I might with her last dear breath, 
and, sweetheart, I think you are to be the answer 
to her prayers." 

Pearl was weeping quietly, 

"Tell me this, at least," continued Maxwell, 
still retaining her hand, "is your love free to 
bestow?" 

The girl dashed away her tears with her dis- 
engaged hand. 

" Mr Maxwell, I do not recognise your right to 
ask me such a question." 

" Perhaps not, but I want you to give me the 
right, a right, remember, I do not ask for without 
your father's consent." 

" My father's consent ! " Pearl echoed faintly. 

"Yes, the fact is," said Maxwell, resuming 
something of his nonchalent manner, "Dr 
Beresford is kind enough to regard the little 
services I have been so fortunate as to be in a 
position to render him, in the light of an obliga- 
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tion. I don't, for one moment, say this from my 
point of view, but from his." 

"But it is true," was the almost passionate 
answer, " your conduct has overwhelmed us with 
gratitude. But oh, Mr Maxwell, is there no way 
that we can repay you beside — this " 

"Supposing I were cur enough to say there 
is not?" 

Pearl raised her eyes to his, and r^arded him 
for a moment from their pure shadowy depths, 
as if she would read his soul, but Maxwell bore 
the gaze imflinchly. 

"Pearl," he said, "listen, I love you, some- 
times I wonder whether any man has ever loved 
quite as I love you, and believe me, I care not 
a straw for your gratitude or esteem or even 
friendship. I want you, I am lonely, weary, 
hungry, and I want you. Pearl. I do not ask 
you to love me, I will teach you to do that. I 
want the right to love you as my own. Oh f 
little one, come to me, come to my lonely, hungry 
heart. Pearl, my darling, I love you. Oh ! my 
God, how I love you ! " 

•* And must I answer you now ? " pleaded the 
pitiful little voice beside him. 

** Not if it would pain you, sweet one. But, 
Pearl, if you will only say ' yes * before we part 
this evening, I think I could come back to my 
mother's God and to your God to-night." 

There was a distant shout, a sudden slackening 
of the speed, and their car was surrounded by a 
ring oi laughing young faces. 

*• Mr Maxwell," said Clare running forward, 
looking as bright and pretty as a girl could 
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possibly look, "I was never in anything so 
lovely in my life." 

*' And I was never with anything so lovely in 
my life," was Clifiord's comment, 5m6 voce. 

" You will have Mr Cheriton calling you out, 
my yoimg friend, if you become so enthusiastic 
about Miss &)nway," was the provoking young 
damsel's retort. " But, Mr Maxwell, what have 
you been doing to Pearl, she looks as white as 
her veil." 

"Perhaps our car, being lighter, bounded a 
little more than yours did," was the quiet 
answer. " Come, Miss Pearl, let me take you 
into the hotel. I hope Mrs Beresford is there 
already," 

Pearl, only too glad to escape any further 
comment or scrutiny, allowed herself to be led 
away. Maxwell conducted her into a pretty 
private room and placed her among a mass of 
cushions on a perfect dream of a lounge, drawn 
up into the window. He proceeded to untie her 
veil and to remove her cap without asking for 
permission to do so. 

•* Lie quietly here," he said, allowing his 
fingers for one moment to touch the natural 
golden curls that shaded her forehead. " I 
promise you that none but your mother shall 
come near you for the next half-hour. I only 
ask you, sweet one, to remember that I love 
you." 

He was gone. For some minutes Pearl, dazed 
and bewildered, lay with wide open eyes, listen- 
ing to the dreamy forest sounds without, until 
worn out with the excitement of the morning, 
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combined with the fatigue of the long motor 
drive, she at length simk to sleep, but only to 
dream that she was again sitting in the garden 
at Brooklands, and the web she had watched in 
the morning was still being spun thicker and 
thicker until, to her horror, she discovered it was 
being woven around her. She awoke with a cry 
and start to find her mother's sweet but some- 
what anxious, face bending over her. 

•• Mother, oh, mother ! " she exclaimed, wind- 
ing her arms round her neck, ** have I been long 
asleep ? " 

** Almost two hours, my darling, We have 
had lunch, such a sumptuous affair, PearL" 

'• Two hours ! oh, mother I what will they all 
think." 

"Only what is the case, that the long rush 
has overpowered you a little, that is all. Mrs 
Sniggles is bringing you some deUcious food, you 
must promise me to eat a good meal. I should 
love to remain with you, only father is waiting 
to take me to see something very wonderful he 
has discovered.*' 

"Yes, mummy darling, but — ^just — ^tell — ^me 
this one thing first. Mother, where is 
Thor ? " 

Mrs Beresford started and flushed painfully. 

" Why do you ask, my darling ? " 

" I want to know, mother. Somebody said 
he was starting for Canada, is it true ? " 

•• I believe so." 

"Why?" 

" Nay, my darling, how can I tell. All young 
men like to travel." 
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Pearl looked at her mother with wondering 
eyes. She was nervous and unlike herself. 

" I must really go now," she said hurriedly, 
and Pearl felt the lips that pressed her forehead 
tremble. 

At that instant Mrs Sniggles entered with her 
tempting tray of good things, and with one 
wistful glance towards her little daughter, 
Mrs Beresford passed quickly from the room. 
Mrs Sniggles on the contrary had come to 
stay. 

"I am that pleased to see you, miss, as I 
can't find words to say,'* exclaimed the 
publican's plump little widow, as her deft fingers 
spread the dainty banquet on a little table which 
she drew up to Pearl's side. "You see, I've 
'eard so much about you and your sister, miss, 
as I seemed to know you, as one might say, 
before I ever set eyes on you." 

" Yes ? I suppose you have met some friends 
of ours." 

" I've met one friend of yours, miss." 

" Indeed, and who was that ? " 

" Sir Thorold Tempest." 

Pearl bent over her plate in the vain hope 
that Mrs Sniggles, who had seated herself at a 
respectful distance in the opposite window, did 
not see the colour she felt spring to her cheeks. 
But there were very few things that Mrs 
Sniggles did not see. 

" Yes, and a nice civil spoken young gentle- 
he is," continued the lady of the Red Hart, 
" and I'm glad to think as he's found such a 
real nice young lady for a partner." 
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"I don't quite understand you," said Pearl, 
innocently. 

"Perhaps, you haven't heard, miss, as he's 
engaged to Miss Dudgeon. Miss Winifred, that 
is, the eldest of the young ladies." 

" No, I had not heard it," Pearl managed to 
say in a voice that she supposed was her 
own, although it certainly did not sound like 
it. 

" But I assure you it is true, miss. A friend 
of mine, leastways someone who would like to 
be a friend of mine, saw them in the drive at 
the Manor, a kissing each others hands. I mean 
he was kissing her hand, and Miss Winifred, 
she says, 'I'm going into the lodge, will you 
wait for me ? ' • Will I wait for you ? ' s2Lys Sir 
Thorold Tempest, Bart., * why I'd wait for you 
aU night,' and then I'm sure Sir Arthur ain't the 
gentleman to let them write to each other as 
they do, and Miss Winnie ain't the young lady 
to do it, without her pa's consent, and he'd 
never give that unless they were engaged quite 
proper like. Oh! yes, miss, you take my word 
for it, it won't be long before there's a wedding 
in that direction. Why, I declare, miss, you aint 
taking nothing, let me bring you something else 
you might fancy, miss." 

" No thank you." 

** Surely you'll take an ice." 

"I want nothing more, Mrs Sniggles. My 
head is aching, and I am going out into the 
air, if anyone asks for me you may say I 
expect to be back in half - an - hour." And 
throwing her motor veil over her head, Pearl 
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passed out through the open window into the 
shadowy depths beyond. 

The first to ask for her was Maxwell, and it 
was he who found her» cowering at the foot of 
a huge forest tree like a little wounded white fawn. 

"My darling, my darling/* he murmured, 
stooping down and folding her in his arms, 
" am I the cause of all this grief ? " 

" No, no," she panted, " that is — Mr Maxwell 
— what is it you want me to say ? " 

"I want you to give me the right to love 
you as my very own." 

" But — but — if — I — don't love — you — like 
that?" 

"That will not trouble me, sweet one. It 
will be divine to teach you." 

"And then there is that other — ^you know 
what I mean, Mr Maxwell " 

** Yes, I know, what you mean, but. Pearl, I 
have prayed my first prayer for many years to- 
day, and if that be answered — shall I teU 3rou 
what it is ? " 

•• If you please." 

•* That you might say * yes '." 

There was a silence, broken only by the soft 
cooing of a wood pigeon in the boughs above 
them, and then the golden head dropped, and a 
soft whisper stole ttu'ough the air. 

"Mr Maxwell, yes." 



CHAPTER XXIV 

PRIESTHOOD 

" A light to sky and earth unknown 
Pales aU their lights." 

Whittier. 

The date of Thor's departure from England had 
been fixed for the day following the picnic, and 
necessitated a start so early, that it precluded 
any idea of Maxwell's seeing his betrothed imtil 
after his return. Some inner consciousness 
assured the millionaire that Pearl's lips would be 
silent as to her acceptance of his suit, and he 
revelled in the fact that, up to the present 
moment, the glorious secret lay, absolutely and 
entirely, between him and the queen of his heart. 
As it had been arranged that both Dr 
Beresford and Dick Cheriton were to join him 
and Dudgeon in their run to Liverpool, Maxwell 
had ordered out the two cars, as he felt the long 
journey would give him a suitable opportunity 
for the inevitable talk with the former; for 
some purpose he did not reveal, Stillman was 
again requisitioned, the valdt sat by the chaffeur 
in the first car occupied by the two younger 
men, Maxwell and the doctor being in the one 
behind. 



254 SPARKS 

The morning was again perfect with a re- 
petition of the haze of yesterday, hanging like a 
transparent veil over a pretty face, and promis- 
ing a day of brilliant sunshine. The quartette 
started in high spirits, and as the host and his 
elder guest lay back among their cushioned seats, 
each en]03dng the aroma of an imreproachable 
cigar, even the rush of the cars could not alto- 
gether overpower the echo of Cheriton's hearty 
laugh wafted lightly to them on the still air. 

Dudgeon, however, did not join in the laugh, 
for once he had not caught the infection of 
Cheriton's breezy brightness. He was, in fact, 
contemplating the best mode in which to 
commence an attack upon the young rector, he 
had long been preparing, the tactics of which 
he had already discussed with Clare, and which, 
he was trying his best to assure himself, had 
met with that yoimg lady's approval. Cheriton 
himself furnished the opportunity he was 
seeking. 

"It's all very well to be enjoying these 
delightful days, but I am afraid I must not 
linger away from my duties longer than to- 
morrow." 

" Have you not a brother priest to take your 
place in your absence, sir?" asked Clifford in 
the little stiff manner he always approached 
matters ecclesiastical. 

** A brother priest ? Yes, I have two splendid 
feUows." 

•' Both priests ? you are fortunate." 

"Not only priests," returned Cheriton, "but 
Kings. Priests and Kings unto God." 
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Clifiord cast an amazed look upon his 
companion. 

" I don't quite follow. Mr Cheriton." 

"No? Well read the first chapter of 
Revelation and you wiU see that all those whom 
the Lord loves and has washed from their sins 
in His Own Blood, He has made ' Kings and 
Priests unto God and the Father*." 

** But — ^then are these men of whom you speak, 
laymen ? " 

"They are fishermen, one old and the other 
young, and strange to say their names are 
Peter and John, like their apostolic predecessors." 

" But are they not ordained ? " 

" Not according to your meaning of the word. 
As neither of them can read even English 
properly, I don't suppose they know anything 
of Tersteegan, if they did they would probably 
each answer, as I answer for them, * Mine the 
ordination of the unseen hands '." 

" Mr Cheriton, you astonish me, do you, an 
ordained priest of the Catholic Church, tell me 
that there is no difference between you and 
the laity." 

" In God's sight, none whatever, for the Holy 
Spirit assures us that ' we are all one in Christ 
Jesus '. At the same time, I have been, ' by 
the laying on of the hands of Presbytery', set 
apart for a high and honourable office, and 
woe be unto me if I fulfil not the conditions of 
that office." 

"You speak of the Presbytery, sir, as if we 
were Presb3rterians ; the fully ordained ministers 
of the Church are Priests." 
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" That is your rendering of the New Testament 
word nptopOrtfws. I prefer the Intimate inter- 
pretation, elder or Presbyter. The word Upe&t 
does not occur, as you are aware, once in the 
New Testament, unless as applied to all believers, 
e.g. in the passage I have just quoted from the 
Book of the Revelation. A priest in the rightful 
sense must have a sacrifice to offer, we have no 
sacrifice, that is in a propitiatory sense, to oflfer.'* 

"No sacrifice! do you call the offering of the 
Body and Blood of our blessed Lord no 
sacrifice ? ** 

**I, or rather let me say the Holy Spirit in 
the Word, presents the sacrifice on Cavalry as 
the Sacrifice, to which all other, from the days 
of Abel to the time of our Lord, had pointed, 
and which were all fulfilled and done away with in 
that 'One Sacrifice' for sins, 'offered once and 
for ever*, and henceforth we have God's own 
assurance * there remaineth no more sacrifice for 
sins'.'* 

•' Are you quoting from the Bible, Mr 
Cheriton ? " 

•' Certainly. Read from the ninth of Hebrews 
onward, such passages as the one I have quoted 
also, 'Nor yet that he should offer Himself 
often; for then He must often have suffered, 
but once is the end of the dispensation, hath He 
appeared to put away sin by the sacrifice of 
Himself '." 

"So Christ was offered to bear the sins of 
many, ' there is no more offering for sin '." 

There was silence, the younger man was look- 
ing slightly embarrassed. 
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"Dudgeon," Cheriton said at length, "I have 
noticed that you have risen each morning early, 
the two or three days I have been here, to 
attend a distant Church. Will you mind telling 
me exactly what that service does for you ? " 

"The service I attend is the Holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass." 

'* Which the Prayer Book in your hand assures 
you is a 'blasphemous' fable and dangerous 
conceit." 

** Where does it say that ? " 

" In the 31st Article." 

" Well, if it does, I can't help it. I take my belief 
from the teaching of the Holy Catholic Church." 

" Where do you find that teaching ? " 

" Why in the Fathers for one thing." 

" Who not only contradict each other, but 
themselves." 

" But there is tradition." 

"Which is so unreliable that the Pseudo 
Decretals were accepted as Gospel truth for 
seven hundred years before they were discovered 
to be a forgery." 

"But I have the priests, appointed by God 
Himself, to turn to," 

" Were you in the company of the Vicar of the 
Church you attend, would not his and my ideas 
on the subjects we are now dwelling upon be 
in diametric opposition ? " 

" I am sure tiey would." 

"And yet we are equally, to use your own words, 
ordained priests of the Catholic Church." 

" Mr Cheriton, take care, or you will be driving 
me to scepticism." 



258 SPARKS 

" Scepticism of what ? of human inventions ? 
Remember Who once said, 'In vain do they 
worship Me, teaching for doctrines the command- 
ments of nien,' " 

" It may be," Dudgeon answered in a slightly 
shamefaced manner, "the fact that you are 
a clergyman leads me to tell you that at times 
everything seems to me so unreal, and although 
I have never been to confession, as Winnie has 
been lately writing begging me to go, sometimes 
I have thought, perhaps, I might possibly get 
help if I were to." 

Never to his dying day was Clifford Dudgeon 
to forget the moment that followed, as Cheriton 
turned suddenly towards him, and laid both hands 
upon his shoulders, gazing into his face with eyes 
so full of deep, tender, and withal such msmly 
pleading, that it brought the actual tears to 
his own. 

"Clifford Dudgeon, in my Master's name,** 
exclaimed the deep toned voice, " I implore you, 
nay I command you, to restrain from taking a 
step, which will rob your Lord and Saviour of His 
one especial, and Blood bought prerogative.** 

A white startled face met the clergyman's gaze. 
" What do you mean, Mr Cheriton ? " 

" ' Come unto Me all ye that are weary and 
heavy laden and / will give you rest '." 

Often as the young ritualist had heard the 
sublime words, in fact daily at times, they smote 
upon his heart, at that moment, with a force 
which drove the blood from Up and cheek. 

" Do you mean ? " 

'*I mean, my dear young friend, answered the 
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clergyman, resuming his former attitude, but with 
the same deep, yearning, look in his eyes, " that the 
words I have just quoted are my Master's, 
absolutely and exclusively His. Believe me, 
Dudgeon, that His ' Absolve te ' is alone worth 
having. Don't you remember what St Augustine 
says 'What would it profit thee if I were to 
promise thee pardon, if He did not promise it. 
Although the steward might give them an assur- 
ance, what would such an assurance be worth, if 
the Head of the House did not accept, it is only 
the assurance of his Lord which possesses power." 

•* But surely the ' Absolve te ' of the confes- 
sional is of very ancient usage ? " 

" What do you mean by ancient usage ? " 

" Soon after the days of the Apostles." 

"Forgive my saying so, dear boy, but I am 
afraid Oxford has not done much to enlighten 
you as to the facts of Church History, the 
blasphemous formula was never used until 1230." 

" How do you know that ? " 

" Thomas Aquinas is my authority, writing in 
1260 or about that time, he declares that 
* Absolve te had only been in use for thirty 
years." 

" Then what lies some men tell. Dash it all ! 
I b^in to feel as black as pitch within." 

" Praise the Lord ! " 

"Mr Cheriton!" 

" Dudgeon, when do they put out the electric 
lights in London, and other large towns ? " 

"Oh! I suppose just before sunrise." 

" Yes, just before the sun rises. Let them go, 
Qifiord Dudgeon. 
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"Let what go?" 

" These poor little lower lights of man's kindling. 
I tell you, we men want something more real than 
anything Ritualism or new Anglicanism can 
give us." 

Dudgeon's face grew brighter, it was not 
unpleasing to his youthful vanity, to be linked 
with such a personality as the young Rector's. 

" And have you no doubts, Mr Cheriton ? " 

" Not one, dear brother, for I have found Him 
where my soul liveth, and He satisfies, as He saves, 
to the uttermost. But why are we stopping ? Ah ! 
no doubt this big hotel advancing towards us is 
where we are to halt. What an A, i, comfort it 
will be to be able to stretch one's l^s a bit." 

" I agree with you, I hegm to feel a bit cramped 
myself" 

" In body or in soul ? Which ? " 

" In both I think," said the younger man with 
a look into the other's face, which sent a sudden 
rush of joy to his heart. 



CHAPTER XXV 

DARKNESS 

" Since man for the most part is rniaoquainted with himself, he 
knows not what he can hear and what he cannot, sometimes 
he is confident that he can hear what he cannot, and sometimes 
he dispairs of bearing what he can." — S. Aug. in Psahn 55. 

Thorold Tempest was absorbed in the herculean 
task of ramming fifty articles he had forgotten 
into his Gladstone, when Carlton entered the 
room, and after dexterously steering his way 
through trunks, portmanteaux, hat boxes and 
discarded articles of masculine attire, laid his 
hand quietly on the baronet's shoulder. 

'' Look here, old man, you have about as 
much idea how to pack as a rattle-snake ; just 
leave me to reduce this chaos to cosmos before 
every single thing this bag contains is utterly 
ruined, and go down to your friends." 

" The former portion of which sapient advice 
I obey with alacrity. If I do not follow the 
latter, it is because it would be impossible." 

"How so?" 

' " All the friends I possess at this moment are 
standing by my side and as usual calling me to 
order." 

" Rather rough on the four fellows who have 
motored one hundred and forty miles, since thi& 
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morning's sunrise, to bid you their last God- 
speed." 

"What on earth are you talking about, 
Carlton ? " 

" Simply stating a present fact, which is, 
that Dudgeon, Maxwell, dear old Dick — and — 
Dr Beresford are awaiting you in the coffee- 
room. Make haste, Thor, or Cheriton will be 
doing something to the furniture. He is just 
the sort of man one cannot keep waiting with 
impimity. I left them drinking iced lemonade 
by the gallon." 

Thorold walked to the window and stood for 
some moments, with his hands in his pockets, 
looking down upon the Castle Street traffic, but 
in reality observing nothing. 

" Dr Beresford, Maxwell ! " he answered at 
length, turning roimd, " they might have spared 
me this at least." 

Carlton Rivers did not answer, he was intent 
on finding a nook for a case of hair-brushes. 

"What do they think I am made of? " the 
baronet continued, pacing the room. Robur d 
as triplex, with a vengeance. Hang it all, Carl, 
I won't go down ! " 

" Yes you will, dear boy." 

" Why should I ? " 

" Because you are Thorold Tempest, and the 
Thorold Tempest I know and love has never 
turned coward and never will." 

" And you fear I am in danger of breaking 
the record." 

" I never fear impossible things." 

" Well, I go at your bidding, O ! faithful 
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Achaies, only don't be long. I can't talk to 
four persons all at once, even if two of them 
weren't uncle and his precious Gener in prospectu." 

When Rivers (after having, by dint of 
laborious pushing and pressing, succeeded in 
finding a home for all the heterogenous home- 
less articles scattered over the bed), joined the 
group in the coffee-room below, he was hastily 
accosted by Dr Beresford, who drew him aside, 
and whispered in his ear : 

" Mr Rivers, will you get that waiter to show 
me to a private room. I must have a few 
minute's undisturbed talk with Tempest. How 
long have we ? What do you make it ? " 

" About an hour and a quarter. Here 
Simmons, show this gentleman to a private 
room. I will send Thor to you when he can 
get away from Dudgeon." 

Which task was not easily effected ; but Thor 
at length allowed himself to be released, and, 
with a somewhat slow and haughty pace, 
followed Dr Beresford into an adjoining 
apartment. 

The doctor advanced towards his adopted 
nephew with both hands outstretched. 

" My dear boy," he said, somewhat huskily, 
" are you ever going to forgive me ? " 

" Never, sir, for I have nothing to forgive." 

" Thor, I cannot help m)rself. You know I 
must provide in the event of my death the same 
ample means for your aunt which she now 
enjo3rs. EUison assured me that ease and com- 
fort are essential in her case, and therefore my 
girls must marry men with money." 
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" Why go into all these particulars, Dr Beres- 
ford, surely your doing so is needlessly distress- 
ing to us botii/' 

" But I want you to know, Thor, I want you 
never, never to forget that, apart from this 
miserable question of money, there is no man 
breathing God's air to-day that I would sooner 
entrust my child's happiness to than I would to 
you/' 

" Thank you, sir. May I ask if — " 

" I know what you would ask, dear boy, and 
I think it is better to let you know that Maxwell 
considerably surprised me this morning, as we 
came along, by informing me that he had pro- 
posed to my little girl yesterday, and she had 
accepted him. I say I was surprised, for I 
shoidd have thought that Pearl — that is — " 

'* Yes, I understand, yesterday.''^ 

Dr Beresford was not looking his companion 
in the face or he would have seen the sudden 
paling of the bronzed skin around his moustache. 

" Then all that remains for me to do is to 
ofEer my congratulations upon so desirable 
a. union. Men are sashing that Maxwell is more 
than a millionaire. I am sure you may fed 
happy about Aunt Naomi's future. Shsdl we 
rejoin the others, uncle ? " 

" In one minute. To touch upon a wholly 
different matter, Maxwell was asking me if either 
you or your father had ever suspected Stillman 
of forgery ; I have a faint remembrance of some- 
thing of the kind." 

" Of course there was, but what possible 
interest can there be, for either of us, in dis- 
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cussing the miserable creature's antecedents; 
surely it was sufficient in the way of villiany to 
discover him crouching behind the closed door 
of the dressing-room on that last — that very 
last — awful morning, my cmly one comforting 
reflection concerning the scoundrel is that I 
dragged him out by the collar and flung him 
down the stairs, as I should be very sorry to 
fling a dog. Uncle, if you wish to unnerve me, 
you will pursue this subject." 

" I would not have mentioned it, dear boy, 
for a hundred worlds, only Maxwell has reasons 
for suspecting that the knave has been at his 
old tricks again." 

'* And what the dickens do I care if he has," 
exclaimed Thorold hotly, *' I only wish — ^uncle, let 
us join the others. There is nothing to be 
gained that I can see by our remaining talking 
here. It was awfully good of you to come and 
see me. TeU Aunt Naomi, with my everlasting 
love, that I shall never cease to regard her with 
anything less than a son's devotion. Is there 
anything more you wish to say, sir ? " he con- 
tinued, as the elder man hesitated. 

" No. Only let me this once more grasp the 
hand of the truest and noblest man that I have 
ever met, and shall ever meet, on this side of the 
grave. God bless you, Thorold Tempest, may 
you reap a thousand fold for all you have lost 
or relinquished." 

" If that kind wish is ever to be answered, 
sir, it will be in the Hereafter of my childhood's 
faith, which has never seemed further ofl than it 
does to-day.'* 
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When Tempest and the doctor again entered 
the coffee-room, they found that there had been 
many fresh arrivals, grouped separately, a few 
ladies among them, round the various tables. 

A dark man with shaven upper Up, who 
entered the room just behind them, seated him- 
self, paper in hand, nearest to their own party. 
Thorold noticed, without being aware that he 
did so, that he called for no refreshment, but 
sat quietly reading. 

If the young baronet remembered his cynical 
remark of half-an-hour ago, he might have well 
blushed with shame at the warmth of the 
welcome he received from one and all as he 
again joined the men he had left. 

Maxwell alone was silent. He was seated 
beside Rivers, and the two had evidently been 
in earnest conversation. 

It was impossible for such a nature as Thorold 
Tempest's not to respond to the imdisguised 
manly affection manifested by his companions, 
and to the evident sorrow with which they 
saw the hour of his departure from them 
approaching. 

"Well, all I can say," exclaimed our hero, 
" it's been thunderingly good of you all to take 
so much trouble to see the last of such a 
renegade. Maxwell, I am deeply grateful to 
you for arranging this magnificent surprise. I 
understand dear old Carl will return with you.*' 

" I am trying to persuade him to do so." 

" You are to be envied if you succeed, that is 
all I have to say." 

" And that is all I have to say too." 
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The conversation by degrees became general, 
and the rapid flight of time was almost forgotten 
until Rivers suddenly announced that it only 
wanted ten minutes before they started. 

" Here you, waiter chap," exclaimed Maxwell, 
as the party sprang as one man to their feet, 
"bring my man, Stillman, here." 

The summons was promptiy obeyed and the 
val^t, as trim and obsequious as ever, softly 
stepped to his master's chair. 

The dark man with the shaven upper lip drew 
nearer also, paper still in hand. 

" Is all your luggage down, dear boy ? " asked 
the doctor. 

" Yes, I believe so, all but my Gladstone, I 
told the fellows not to touch that." 

" No ! No I let me fetch it, Thor,'* exclaimed 
both Rivers and Dudgeon stepping in advance of 
their friend. 

" Not at all," said Maxwell. " Here StiUman, 
go and fetch Sir Thorold's luggage, the waiters 
will show you his room.*' 

The dark man with the shaven lip drew 
nearer still. 

The room was fuller than ever, and it was 
impossible for those present not to hear and 
see with more or less interest, as the case might 
be, all that was passing. 

The valdt did not budge an inch. 

" Do as I order you, fellow," thundered 
Maxwell. 

" I beg your pardon, master," answered the 
man, in clear, distinct tones, and raising his 
voice as he continued, so that even the most 
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distant could hear, " I know I'm only a servant, 
but I was bom of poor but honest parents, I 
was." 

" And your name is Norval, I presume," this 
from Dudgeon, who was occasionally given to 
scintillating. 

" No sir, my name is StiUman, a name lowly 
but hunstained." 

" Whatever has all this bosh to do with my 
orders to you, which are to go upstairs, this 
minute, and bring down Sir Thorold Tempest's 
traps." 

" It has this to do with it, master, I'm ready 
to do my dooty reg'lar and punctooal, but I'm 
an honest man, and not even to please you, 
or to continue in your hexcellent service, sir, 
will Josiah StiUman soil his hancestors' name 
by waiting upon a swindler, or the son of a 
swindler either." 

The last words were almost roared out, and 
were followed by a moment's silence, too 
pregnant for words to describe ; the next, 
Clifford had dashed forward and Cheriton had 
stridden to the door, and, regardless of hotel 
etiquette, stood with his back against it. 

" Let me kick him out of the room, let me 
throw him out of the window. Maxwell, do ! " 
Dudgeon panted. 

" Clifford," said Thorold Tempest, with almost 
a touch of scorn in his voice, " shut up, what- 
ever has it to do with you or me what a 
fellow like that may or not say ? Rim and get 
my Gladstone, there's a good fellow, it is in 
room 59. Cheriton, stand aside, old man. I'm 
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sorry, ladies and gentlemen," he continued with 
one of his high bred bows towards the various 
groups who stood about, opened-mouthed around 
their several tables, " that this httle scene 
should have been enacted for your discomfort, 
it is only the old story of lex talionis, sUghtly 
bungled, but certainly possessing the advantage 
of originality." 

The dark man with the shaven lip had ad- 
vanced to the valdt's side and, in the most 
friendly manner, had linked his arm in his, his 
other band the while stealing to his coat pocket, 
perhaps for his pocket-handkerchief, but at the 
double action a look of wild terror began to 
creep over the valet's sallow face until it became 
actually livid. 

" So you have been indulging in a httle whole- 
some tu quoque, my friend, very pleasant it is 
no doubt to repay injury, or shall we say 
punishment, by endeavouring to destroy the 
reputation of a member of our aristocracy, very 
pleasant no doubt," continued the dark man in 
a slightly grating, but remarkably distinct voice, 
as he withdrew his disengaged hand from his 
pocket, " and we are about to afford you a 
retired retreat where you will have uninterrupted 
leisure to chew the end of your gratification." 

The desperation expressed on Stillman's every 
feature was truly horrible to look at. 

The next moment there was a flash and clink 
of steel, and a pair of handcuffs were round the 
wretched man's wrists. 

"Josiah Stillman," continued the detective, 
for such he was, lightly tapping his shoulder. 
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" I apprehend you, in the name of His Majesty, 
upon the charge of having forged the name of 
Marmaduke Loftus Maxwell of the Moorings, 
Monmouth, and of Houghton Towers, Bellingham^ 
to the amount of £1,000." 

Ere the words had left the speaker's lips two 
stalwart constables, who seemed to spring from 
nowhere, stepped forward and proceeded to 
seize the unfortunate val^t on either side, 
preparatory to dragging him foaming, cursing 
and kicking from the room. 

The irate landlord at this juncture rushed 
upon the scene, but as the excitement and 
confusion of the incident, as painful as it had 
been unforeseen, subsided, it was discovered 
that Sir Thorold Tempest and his friends had 
disappeared. The conduct of the young baronet, 
however, had won too many hearts in his favour 
for ' mine host ' to consider it altogether 
judicious to take any further steps in the 
matter. 

And thus ended Josiah Stillman's hour of 
revenge and triumph, and thus closed in the 
darkest hour of Thorold Tempest's life. 

It was almost midnight before the little 
party of friends, augmented by the presence of 
Carlton Rivers, reached home. Doctor Beresford, 
after bidding good-night to Cheriton at the foot 
of the stairs, was both surprised and distressed 
to find his wife still up and waiting for him in 
the fireless drawing-room. 

" My dear Naomi, why are you not in bed, 
surely Thomas was sufficient to sit up for 
jDe, 
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" I could not have slept, dear love, I am so 
anxious about our little Pearl." 

" Why," exclaimed the doctor with a sudden 
feeling of alarm at his heart he could not 
imderstand, " is the child ill ? " 

" I am afraid she is ; she has been in bed all 
day and her head is very hot, but she does not 
complain, she has only begged to be left alone. 
Once I pretended to leave her, but managed to 
stay without her knowing it, and the poor 
little thing, thinking herself alone, commenced to 
weep bitterly until she sobbed herself to sleep." 

" Let me go to her, Naomi, I cannot under- 
stand it. Do you — that is, has she told you 
that she accepted an offer of marriage from 
Maxwell yesterday ? " 

" No, she has not told me, nor do I believe 
it." 

" Well, I begin to think myself there must 
be some mistake, although Maxwell himself 
assured me it was the case." 

" George, you did not tell Thor ? " 

"Yes, I did. I thought it better; nay, 
sweetheart do not look so grieved, I can wire to 
the dear boy at Holyhead if there should be a 
mistake, although I do not see what would be 
gained by doing so. Let us go to Pearl, my 
darling. There, dry those dear eyes, do you 
think the poor little lamb may be asleep ? " 

"No, I have left her only this moment, she 
was asking if you had returned." 

Pearl was sitting among her pillows as her 
parents entered, her eyes looked unusually bright 
and there was a tiny pink spot on either cheek. 
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" Daddy ! Fm so thankful you have come 
back safely," she exclaimed, in her sweet, clear 
yoimg voice. " Have you had a pleasant day, 
darUng ? " 

"The run was most enjoyable, pet, but of 
course it was sad work bidding farewell to— 
to our dear old Thor." 

There was no answer, only the eyes grew 
a little brighter, and the cheeks pinker. 

" Was — was — Miss — Dudgeon there ? " she 
asked at length. 

" Miss Dudgeon ! No ! indeed, why on earth 
should she have been there ? Her brother was, 
however, and behaved most pluckily, his 
devotion to Thor is of the dog-like type ; but, 
Uttle one, Maxwell has told me all about 
yesterday, and I have just been telling mother. 
I am very glad to hear it. My pet will have a 
devoted, loving and faithful husband, and what 
a duchess she is to be. The dear fellow tells me 
he means to settle half his fortune upon his 
little wife the morning of their wedding day." 

" He is very good," was the gentle answer ; 
but Mrs Beresford could have sobbed aloud 
for the spiritless tone of it. 

'' And now I must take mother oS to bed 
or we shall have her ill; kiss the darling good- 
night, mother, and come." 

Mrs Beresford folded her Uttle daughter in a 
silent motherly embrace and then made way for 
her husband, who stooped to imprint a kiss on 
the sweet upturned face. 

'* Good-night, my pet, promise me to go to 
sleep at once." 
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" I wiU, if I can, Daddy, but if I canH it 
will be nice to lie awake and pray for any of — 
of— our — friends — who are travellhig — ^by land — 
or by water/' 

*' Tush ! Tush ! child, go to sleep, and leave 
all such matters to the Almighty." 

But for answer Pearl snatched her fathers 
right hand in both of her's and covered his 
palm with her kisses, the next instant she had 
curled herself, with her face hidden from their 
view among her pillows. 

" You see I am right, wife," Doctor Beresford 
said as they entered their room together, " they 
are engaged sinre enough." 

" Yes, they are engaged." 

"Whatever did the child kiss my hand like 
that for." 

" I think I can guess," was the quiet answer, 
*' but don't ask me to-night, love." 

And Dr Beresford forbore. Had he guessed 
also ? 



CHAPTER XXVI 

STRICKEN 

" O croM that liftest up my head, 

I dare not ask to fly from Thee ; 
I lay in dost life's glory dead, 

And from the gronnd there blossoms red, 
life that shall endless be."— Rsv. S. BfATHisON. 

In spite of the fatigue and excitement of the 
previous day Loftus Maxwell had arisen at his 
usual hour and was ahready seated at his study 
table as the clock struck seven. The morning 
had dawned dull and sullen, in startling contrast 
to the brilliant sunshine of the day before, and 
a bright fire burned in the ample grate. 

The Joe Crimp of former days had possessed 
from his earliest years such a thirst for knowledge, 
that every penny of his poor little savings had 
been hoarded carefully up to buy " lecson books ", 
a desire which had grown with his growth on- 
wards and increased with increasing strength^ 
imtil, as he approached early manhood, his 
small but well-chosen library, including not a 
few classical authors, might have put many a 
wealthier and more highly educated student to 
shame. It was this foimdation of soUd learning 
which had rendered River's task a much easier 
one than the deficient English and imcultured 
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exterior of his self-constituted pupil had, in the 
first instance, led him to ' suppose it would have 
been. Maxwell's progress, indeed, in the attain- 
ment of inental endowment and of outward form, 
manner and appearance had been almost as 
startling as the transformation of his financial 
position, and it would have been difficult, for 
those not already in the secret, to believe that 
the quiet, gentlemanly, and wealthy host of the 
Moorings, and of Houghton Towers, was identical 
with the Joe Crimp of six months ago. 

On this particular morning, however, the 
millionaire's thoughts seemed far away from the 
pages of the " Herodotus " opened before him. 
A smile frequently played round his lips and 
shone in his handsome grey eyes ; and it was 
plainly to be seen that the records of past ages 
had, for the time being, but Uttle interest for the 
man, in whose soul a new empire had been set 
up which outshone the combined glories of all 
other d3aiasties of earth. He had just pushed 
the book impatiently away, when a somewhat 
hurried knock at the door was followed by the 
immediate entrance of a footman. 

" If you please, sir," began the man, " a 
messenger has come from Brooklands to say that 
Dr Beresford will be very much obliged if you 
will be so good as to telephone to Monmouth to 
Dr Patchem ; one of the ladies is took very bad, 
sir." 

" Is the messenger here ? " Maxwell asked 
steadily. " Yes ? then tell him to come to me 
here at once, also go to the stables and tell 
Blake to motor at once to Monmouth and bring 
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the doctor back with him. Which of the ladies 
do you say is ill ? " 

" I couldn't make out, sir, the folks here do 
speak that queer like." 

"Well be off, and be sure you send Dr Beres- 
ford's messenger to me at once." 

It was the groom who entered, with eyes as 
red as his cropped hair, and looking the very 
picture of woe. 

" Take a seat, my man," said Maxwell kindly, 
" I hear that one of your ladies is ill, which ? " 

" Her, your honour, as we love the very ground 
she walks on, the beautifullest and sweetest lady 
as ever was. They do say as she won't Uve the 
day out. Oh ! It'll kill my Uttle maid, it wiU." 

And the man began rubbing his already inflamed 
eyes with his coat sleeves. 

" Not your mistress ! not Mrs Beresford, 
surely ! " 

"No, no, sir, it ain't the mother, it is the 
daughter," 

" Which daughter ? Speak up, man." 

" Miss Pearl, sir." 

Maxwell laid dowd the telephone tube, which 
he had been handling, and stepped to the window ; 
when he at length turned round there was a 
greyness on his face which, however, the tearful 
groom was too absorbed in his own share of the 
sorrow to observe. 

" That will do, my man," he said, *' go down 
and tell the servant to give you some breakfast." 

"Lor bless you, your honour, they won't 
mind me, they are all took up with Mrs Sniggles, 
she has the high strirkes that awful, sir. Mr 
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Mullin's got her in his arms, and the cook, she's 
a pinching of her fingers and toes, and Mrs Sniggles, 
she's a screeching and hollering, I'd rather not 
bide along wi' 'em, sir. 'Though me and my 
missus hasn't been able to take a bite, athinking 
of that sweet young lady as lays adying. Good 
morning, yer honour, and thank you humbly all 
the same, sir." 

But Maxwell had again turned to the window 
and did not appear to hear. Half-an-hour later 
he was in the library at Brooklands, and Dr 
Beresford, never to his dying day, forgot the 
expression of the face that gazed into his as he 
entered. 

" My dear fellow, this is indeed a blow for you, 
and for all of us." 

" I have come to hear all you have to tell me.'* 

" Which is not much. The darling child was 
very tmwell all yesterday, but when her mother 
and I left her last night, beyond sUghtly feverish 
symtoms, there appeared nothing in her condition 
to cause us alarm, and we hoped, or at least I 
hoped, that it was simply the effect of the ex- 
citement of the day before, but this morning " 

" Yes, this morning ? " 

" She is in a high fever, and there is no doubt 
she is seriously ill. She is delirious and knows 
no one, or appears to know no one. I have 
wired for ElUson and also for Nurse Inwood. I 
expect they will both be here by three o'dock, 
and in the meanwhile I should think Patchem is 
clever enough to diagonise her condition. 
Thanks to your promptitude, he ought to be 
here in another quarter of an hour." 
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" Is not that his ring ? " 

It was, and the two men waited in absolute 
silence during the visit to the sick-rorai. Once 
Dr Beresford attempted a remark, but the silait 
agony on the face of his companion made it 
impossible for him to finish it. 

But the suspense was ended at last Dr 
Beresford rose to open the door as the sound of 
rapidly descending footsteps was heard without. 

'* Have the goodness to step this way, doctor," 
he said. 

'" Good morning, Dr Beresford," exclaimed the 
pleasant-faced Uttle doctor, entering the room 
briskly. '' Ah ! yes, you are naturally anxious 
to hear my opinion of your daughter ; well — 
well — " he continued with a reassuring smile, 
** I find that — that — ^the young kidy is — ^wdl — 
as we might put it febri etiamnum jadatur *.** 

" Hang your Latin, and you too, for a prattling 
idiot,'* thundered Maxwell, casting every vestige 
of his self-control to the winds, and with his eyes 
blazing, " Dr Beresford wants to be informed of 
your patient's condition, and you will consult 
your best interests by telling him what that is 
without any more palaver and in plain English.'* 

Maxwell being a millionaire, and from his 
pallid and disordered looks, a possible patient, 
the little doctor dismissed his first thought of 
knocking him down, and decided to follow his 
second, which was to act upon his advice, as the 
more diplomatic policy of the two, therefore, 
swallowing the cud of his indignation, he answered 
meekly and wisely. 

Ah, yes ! certainly. My opinion is that Miss 
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Pearl Beresford is suffering from a slight attack 

of cerb that is, of brain fever, and her present 

condition is serious, if not dangerous." 

*' Thank you,*' said Maxwell, crossing the room 
and holding out his hand to the slightly bewildered 
doctor, •' forgive my rough words, but I think Fm 
a bit mad," and before the astonished doctor 
could answer he had hurriedly left the room. 

Whither he went no one knew, it is to be 
questioned whether he knew, himself, it was a 
man with a haggard and drawn face who way- 
laid Dr Ellison about six hours later, as 
he crossed the hall from his visit to Pearl's 
room. 

" Ah ! dear, dear fellow," exclaimed the tender 
hearted physician as he wrung Maxwell's nerveless 
hand in his, *'come this way, I'm going to 
doctor you a bit. I've heard everything. No- 
no — I'm going to be obeyed. You lie here and 
drink this," he continued, pouring some dark 
fluid into a wine-glass he took from the side- 
board. The command was mechanically obeyed. 

"Doctor," Maxwell murmured somewhat 
hoarsely, '' tell me, as in the presence of the 
Ahnighty, will my darling hve ? " 

*' I believe so, she is so young and inherits an 
excellent constitution, but I will not attempt to 
disguise from you the fact that her present 
condition is very grave." 

Maxwell lay perfectly still on his sofa, shading 
his eyes vdth hia hand, the first tears he had 
shed since his mother's death were trembling 
behind them. 

'* Do you believe in prayer ?" 
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" I have only, two days ago, learned to believe 
in it," was the tremulous answer. 

" Then pray for aU you are worth ; ronember 
it is written ' the fervent effectual prayer of a 
righteous man availeth much'." 

'' Yes, of a righteous man, but look at me, a 
vile miscreant.'* 

"' Tut, tut ! none of us are righteous as far as 
that goes, not the most exalted saint that ever 
lived, but listen to the message, 'God was in 
Christ reconciling the worid unto Himself not 
imputing unto them their trespasses, and hath 
committed unto us the Word of reconciliation. 
Now then we are ambassadors for Christ, as 
though God did beseech you by us, we pray you 
in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to God,' 
mark what follows, Loftus Maxwell, for we 
are coming to the very kernel of the whole 
passage, ' He hath made Him to be sin for us. 
Who knew no sin, that we might be made the 
righteousness of God in Him'." 

" That surely is not in the Bible," 

" Thank God, it most surely is, and all you 
have to do is just to hand all your sins and 
sinfulness over to Him, the Spotless Son of God, 
and take, in their black stead. His perfect 
righteousness." 

*' But surely that can't be all, it seems so — 
so very simple — my life, and His life, to exchange 
one for the other. That is what it all seems to 
amount to." 

" Exactly, neither more nor less." 

" Is this the whole of the Gospel you fellows 
preach ? " 
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'* The whole of God's spell or message Ues in 
the words I have quoted ; the Father has been 
reconciled by the sacrifice of His Beloved Son 
upon the cross, He now asks you to be reconciled 
to Him. Are you wilUng ? " 

" Willing, Ellison, I would give my very soul 
to be where you are at this very moment." 

"Then I leave you because my Master, the 
Great Physician, is here, mighty to save. The 
draught I have given you will take effect in 
about quarter of an hour. Maxwell, I believe the 
next fifteen minutes are going to be the most 
precious of your whole life. I will give orders 
that no one is to come near the room for two 
hours." 

More than three hours had, however, elapsed 
before Maxwell at length opened the door of his 
temporary retreat. As he stepped into the hall 
he found himself face to face with Carlton Rivers, 
who had been looking for him for some minutes. 

" I have just returned from seeing EUison off," 
the latter exclaimed, " he has given me a private 
message for you. Where shall I deliver it ? " 

" Come out on the terrace, my head still feels 
a trifle woolly after that precious potion, although 
I have been awake for more than an hour. I 
yearn for air. Now, old man, out with it." 

The two men had stepped out into the fading 
daylight. Rivers could not see his friend's face 
very clearly, although he endeavoured to do so, 
for there was a ring in bis voice which was 
absolutely new to him. 

" The doctor bade me tell you that he saw his 
patient again the last thing before leaving, and 
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he considers her condition far more satisfactory 
than it was this morning, he believes the attack 
will only prove a sUght one after all, and it is 
not likely to leave any trace whatever of 
permanent mischief behind. He told me to tell 
you that he beUeves that the Great Physician 
has taken the case in hand." 

There was no answer. Maxwell leant back 
against a column, his face in the shadow, only a 
slight heaving of the broad chest told how deeply 
his friend's words had gone home. 

At length he spoke. 

" Rivers," he said, a trifle huskily, " you, of all 
men, know my baseness, and you, of all men, shall 
be the first to know." 

" To know what, dear Joe ? " 

*' That your prayers, your pleadings, your life, 
have not been in vain after all. I have heard 
and recognised the Divine CaU at last, it all 
came to me like a flash, not three hours ago, 
there in that room you met me coming out of. 
He bade me come to Him, and I came and brought 
all my beastly black sins, I had nothing else to 
bring, and — and — " 

'* The Blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all 
sin." 

''Yes, that's it. Oh! Carl, old friend, can 
you beheve that I — I — am cleansed, forgiven, 
reconciled to God, for ever, can j^u believe it ? " 

" Do you ask a poor fellow sinner, saved by 
Grace, if he beUeves in the love that has called, 
and the Blood that has bought him." 

The men's hands met in a grasp, strong and 
eloquent beyond words to express, 
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"Yes, we are brothers from henceforth, not 
only in heart but — ^in — Him — ^perhaps God has 
given me to you instead of Hugh—" 

^' I think he has— oh, Joe ! how much he has 
given you to give back to Him." 

''Has He not? That is the glory of it all, 
health, strength, influence, more than a million 
sovereigns, and probably fifty years of life to lay 
at His feet. "If he only gives my darling 
back to me, all that we give for the extension 
of His Kingdom shall be given in her sweet name. 
I wonder when they will let me see her ? " 

" I cannot think it will be very long now. I 
have just seen Miss Primrose, she is very hopeful 
about her patient. Nurse is to take the night 
' turn and she the day turn. She tells me that 
Miss Beresford has hardly left her sister's side 
since four o'clock this morning.'* 

''Poor child! and in my selfishness I have 
hardly thought of her, and where is Cheriton ? " 

'' He has taken Miss Conway to an aunt of his 
to be out of the way." 

"And CUfford Dudgeon ? " 

" He has been pucker as usual. He left by an 
early train this morning, in order to travel part 
of the way with the other two. He has left a 
thick letter for you, and begged of me to assure 
you of his unspeakable sympathy." 

"Then he knows?" 

" They all know, and I quite expect, however 
it managed to leak out, the story of your 
engagement to Miss Pearl Beresford is the 
property of the whole countryside by this time. 
But, my dear fellow, why didn't you act upon 
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Mr WeHer's excdknt advice^ and * bevare o' the 
viddcrs/- 

*' How do you mean ? " 

'' We have had no end of a time with Mrs 
Sniggles, she haa been in iQ^terics about six 
times ; it seems that the foolish little woman, at 
least according to her own showings after refusing 
that pom* wretched man« Stillman, thrice, at last 
aUowed herself to be talked over by him, and 
promised to marry him. He showed her his bank 
book with a dear balance of nearly a £1000 to 
his credit, she also has a rigmarole of a story 
about his having promised her a new silk dress 
if she would onfy repeat a certain rumour to a 
certain person, but what the one was, and who 
the other was, she did not allow to transpire. I 
consider her a person not to be trusted, and I 
should not think her influence good for the other 
servants/' 

'' I am certain it is not. But oh ! how little 
I have thought or cared about such matters. 
We will pay her whatever she asks and send her 
off to-morrow. Carl, old man, will you help me 
to live as a Christian, head of a Christian house- 
hold. I — I — should like to begin family prayers 
this very night, if I only had the pluck for it, 
and have all the servants in, will you stand 
by me ? " 

** Will I not ? Joe, God is answering so many 
of my prayers to-night, I feel compelled to kneel 
here at His feet and thank Him, shall we not do 
so together ? " 

The pale October moon had arisen, and her 
quiet beams seemed to rest with a touch of 



STRICKEN 



285 



gentle benediction on the two friends, as they 
knelt side by side beneath the shadow of the 
quivering leaves, and as Maxwell poured forth his 
soul in adoring love and gratitude to the Lord 
that had sought and found him, who shall say 
that a mother's praises were not blended with the 
Angels' songs of joy over that one repenting sinner. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

A SCARLET GOLF CAPE 

'*They told me of these pastures, with their green and tender 

grass, 
These living streams of water that all earthly streams surpass ; 
They told me of Thy Banquet, with Thy kingly bounties spread, 
The priceless wine from Thy Royal Vine and Thy Banner 

overhead. 
They told me that Thy Sceptre was outheld to all who came. 
And their voices lingered softly o*er the music of Thy name ; 
And I listened and drew nearer in my hunger, and my sin. 
Till I stood before the open door yet feared to enter in." 

With the commencement of her sister's iUness 
all Clare's brightness seemed to have vanished. 
For the first twenty-four hours, as Deborah 
Primrose had told Rivers, she had never left 
Pearl's side, and had only retired from her 
post at the joint commands of both doctors and 
nurse. Her changed and dejected appearance, 
and the trace of constant tears upon her face, 
appeared no more than natural when a life so 
beloved as that of her only sister, and never 
absent companion, was in danger ; but when the 
condition of the young sufferer became mOTe 
favourable, and trembling hope began to replace 
dread fear, when doctors and nurses grew 
sanguine, and faces, in consequence, became 
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brighter, ana voices took a less anxious tone, 
that Clare, light-hearted, sparkling, little Clares 
should alone of all the household remain sad 
and solitary was so unaccountable, that Mrs 
Beresford in her quick sympathy began to fear 
that the cause for such despondency must lay 
outside the fact of Pearl's illness, but the 
mother's thoughts and time were so entirely 
absorbed in the constant demands necessitated 
by her younger daughter's still serious condition, 
that she waited for leisure and opportunity to 
endeavour to gain Clare's confidence. 

Four days had elapsed since the morning that 
the whole household had awakened to the fact 
of Pearl's mortal illness, Clare ousted as we 
have seen from the sick-room, and too sad and 
weary at heart to find interest in any of her 
former occupations, had spent her time in 
wandering aimlessly about the grounds or by 
the river-side with Bobs for her only companion, 
taking care never to go too far to be recalled 
in case of emergency. 

On this particular morning she sallied forth 
as usual, wrapped in her golf cloak and with 
the faithful Bobs by her side. She had passed 
through the little private gate leading to the 
woods, and had reached a pretty sylvan seat 
her father had had constructed, when Bobs 
suddenly bounded forward with a sharp bark, 
the next moment a tall, distinguished-looking 
man came in sight, the huge mastiff jumping 
and fawning around him with every possible 
demonstration of amiability. Clare sprang to 
her feet, the blood bounding to her temples. 
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** Miss Beresford, I presume,'* said the stranger, 
advancing and raising his cap. 

** And you are Mr Carlton Rivers. I am so 
glad, I was afraid you were a poacher.*' 

" And I, if I had not at once recognised a 
certain family likeness to your sister, might 
have taken you for a nioed of the woods." 

Clare smiled her first smile for four days. She 
knew her hood became her, but the next 
instant smile and dimples and pearly teeth had 
vanished, and a look of unspeakable sadness had 
taken their place. 

'* I only wish I were an}^hing but the 
miserable girl I am," she answered. 

" Is your dog always impartial in his greetings 
to strangers ? '* was the irrelevant rejoinder. 

*' Oh ! no, he is quite fierce when he does not 
like people, but he knows you are Pearl's friend, 
I am sure he does, the old darling. But will 
you not sit down, Mr Rivers ? ** 

" Gladly. I have been tramping through the 
woods from Tintem along the grand causeway 
laid by the old monks. What an interesting 
neighbourhood this is." 

*' And as beautiful as it is interesting. My 
father had this seat put here because he thought 
the view so exquisite." 

It was exquisite, the woods on either bank 
were gorgeous in the glory of their autumn 
colouring, and through the green valley at their 
feet the waters of the Wye shone forth in all 
their quiet beauty, as blue and still as the 
tranquil sky they reflected, excepting when they 
gurgled round the huge boulders that lay in 
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their course, standing out white and gleaming^ 
and adding both to the beauty as well as the 
danger of the river. 

** How wonderful the river is,*' Oare said, 
softly, always flowing onward and always with 
the same sweet song. Oh 1 why cannot lives 
be like that too ? " 

" I only know of one way by which they can 
become so." 

" What way is that ? " 

" When peace like a river pervadeth the 
soul.'* 

'' But suppose you have no peace, and feel 
wretched." 

'<It is difficult to imagine that you are 
speaking of yourself, Miss Beresford." 

'' But I am, absolutely. I know it must 
sound ridiculous to you, that I should venture 
to speak so to one who, in a certain sense, is a 
perfect stranger, but Pearl has spoken so often 
and so much about you, and she has told me 
over and over again how it was what you said 
which first helped her to — ^to — become — well — I 
suppose, what she would call a Christian. And 
— and — when I heard that you were at " The 
Moorings," I have felt all through these last 
dreadful days that I would give anything to 
meet you — and — now you see I have met you 
— Mr Rivers, oh! help me— I feel I shall go 
mad if I don't tell somebody — and I have no 
one to go to. I dare not tell my parents for 
fear of adding further to their distress. Oh ! I 
am so miserable, will you mind if I tell you all 
about it." 

T 
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'* If it would be the slightest comfort to 
unburden your heart by acquainting me with 
tiie cause of so much distress, I am entirely 
and a thousand times at your service, but are 
you sure it will be a relief to you to do so, 
might it not be as well to confide in — I mean, 
one who knows you and the circumstances of 
your life better, and, therefore, would be more 
able to advise you." 

" No, no, I want to tell you now. I cannot 
bear this burden another minute." 

A quiet bow was the only answer. 

" You will indeed despise me I know," the 
girl began, '' when I confess, with bitter shame, 
that it is all because I — I — ^have been jealous 
of my sweet Pearl. Before she returned from 
Berlin, Thor and I were ever such chums, 
but when he came to stay with us last month, 
I soon found that he was so taken up with 
Pearl that he only wanted to talk to her, never 
to me. I was mean enough to be simply 
delighted when he left, and even when I heard 
he was going to Canada, I hardly felt sorry one 
little bit, and then at last came the day of the 
picnic, I was so tired after all the motoring 
that Mummy asked Mrs Sniggles to come back 
with us to help me to undress, as Gretchen was 
with Pearl ; it was while she was brushing out 
my hair that she told me that Thor was engaged 
to Miss Dudgeon ; I knew it was a lie, because 
Clifford had told me often that Winnie wanted 
to enter a convent, and I well remember his 
saying, ' I am sure she has confided her wish to 
Tempest, they are such tremendous chimis and 
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sometimes even write to each other, of course 
with the Pater's sanction ', but I did not tell 
Mrs Sniggles that the report was untrue, not 
even when she told me that she had repeated 
the same story to Pearl, and said how white and 
startled the poor little thing looked, and how 
she would not take any more lunch, and walked 
out into the forest all alone. In my hard 
wicked jealousy I felt pleased that Pearl should 
believe the silly gossip ; the next day the sweet 
darling was very unwell. I was with her a 
good deal and I knew how unhappy she was, 
although she tried to hide it so bravely from us 
aU. Now and then it seemed as if I must tell 
her, but something seemed always to prevent 
it, and 1 said nothing, and then came that 
awful morning when I went to her and found 
my pet was delirious, and I knew it was too 
late ; and then Mimuny told me that she had 
accepted Mr Maxwell's offer, and was really 
engaged to him. And oh ! if she should die it 
will be all through my wretched, vile, jealousy, 
and even if she should be spared, I shall still 
have been the cause of all this terrible time of 
suffering, not only to my sweet Uttle sister, but 
to every one. Mr Rivers, tell me truthfully, do 
you think you have ever spoken to quite such 
a wicked person as I am in aU your life before." 
The earnest Uttle face gazing up into his, 
framed in the scarlet hood, with the tears of 
penitence glistening on the long dark lashes and 
the rosy lips quivering piteously, was certainly 
somewhat unnerving, and Rivers foimd his rdle 
of father confessor not a little diffi.03it \.^ 
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maintain, nevertheless it was with a perfectly 
grave countenance that he answered. 

"Well — yes — I think I have, occasionally, but. 
Miss Qare, I am going to ask you a question 
which I am afraid will sound ahnost brutal in 
its bluntness, but if I am to help you, I am 
afraid you must enlighten me a little further. 
Why were you jealous of Thorold's preference 
for your sister ? '* 

" I suppose it was/* the girl answered, hang- 
ing her head like a convicted school - girl, 
"because at one time I am sure I was his 
favourite, and I hated not being so still. I don't . 
really and truly believe I should have minded 
very much if Thor had again fallen in love with 
a stranger, like Rowena was, but I absolutely 
detested the thought of his falling in love with' 
Pearl.'' 

"Then yon believe that he is attached to 
your sister ? " 

" I know it for a fact, from something Daddy 
told me the other day." 

"And she?" 

"This mortal illness is surely sufficient 
answer." 

There was silence broken only by the murmur 
of the river below them. 

" Miss Beresford, just raise your eyes for a 
moment. Do you see that dark httle doud im- 
mediately above our heads ? Let us watch it 
together, say for the next three minutes." 

"That would be impossible for it is 
melting away. Ah ! see it has entirely vanished 
ateady." 
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'' ' I will blot out as a doud thy sins, and as a 
thick cloud thine iniquities t ' " 

Clare sprang to her feet. 

" Mr Rivers you don't know me. I am only 
a vain wordly girl, not one atom like my sweet, 
saintly Pearl. It is all light with her, Heavenly 
Light — I know it^ for have I not seen it shining 
on her face ? but with me — ** 

''Yes? with you— '• 

'' It is all daurkness, black darkness. I know 
I am going to shock you, but the Bible does not 
seem to help me at all.*' , 

** I am sure it docs not.*' 

The girl looked up quickly. 

" I wonder why you are so sure," i 

*' Because all its promises are conditional, and 
as long as you refuse those conditions they are 
only worth to you the paper on which they are 
printed.*' 

" And what are those conditions ? ** 

"' ' Except you be converted and become as 
little children ye cannot enter the Kingdom of 
Heaven.** Miss Beresford, you have tried the 
world from its fairest aspect. What has it done 
for you ? ** 

" Nothing,** was the vehement answ^ ; " all 
the balls and parties and plays and picnics 
seemed bright enough whilst they lasted, but 
they have gone out like so many sparks, and 
have left nothing but darkness behind.** 

*' Then, is not this message for you ? ' I am 
come a Light to the world, that whosoew 
believeth in Me shall not abide in darkness but 
shall have the light of life.* ** 
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They had reached the entrance to the beauti- 
ful groimds and sloping lawns of Brooklands. 

Rivers opened the gate and stood bareheaded 
while the girl passed through. 

She looked up at him, a softened e3q>ression 
on her fair young face and the tears glistening 
in her dark eyes. 

" But, Mr Blivers— if the Light— His Light— I 
mean, were to shine on my wicked heart would 
it not only make all the blackness and the sin I 
have told you about — *' 

"Where is the little cloud we have been 
watching together a few moments ago ? ** 

" Vanished in the simshine." 

" Exactly. ^ The Blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
from all sin.' " 

" Ah ! thank you, I think I see what you mean." 

And without another parting word or look, 
Clare Beresf ord turned and fled towards the house. 

Rivers stood watching her until the last 
flutter of the red cloak had disappeared among 
the trees. As he slowly retraced his steps he 
became conscious of a feeling at his heart that 
sent the blood pulsing through his veins in a 
manner he had never experienced since his boy- 
hood, nor could he satisfactorily explain to him- 
self the reason why his thoughts that evening, 
and even his dreams at night, should be con- 
stantly invaded by the vision of a scarlet golf hood. 

It was late that night when Clare stole to 
her mother's side, and with many tears and 
bitter self-accusations, poured out the pitiful 
story she had confided to Rivers. 

Mrs Beresford listened in silence, but with her 
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gentle embrace still around her child, and her 
tears often mingling with hers. 

*' Can you and Daddy ever forgive me, 
Mummy ? " sobbed poor little Clare, as she 
brought her penitential confession to a close. 

" Your sorrow and self-reproach make pardon 
easy, my darling, and Clare, it is not as you 
fear; Dr EUison has just been telling us that 
the cause of your sister's illness was a slight 
sun-stroke, which has produced brain fever.'* 

Clare sprang to her feet. ** O ! mother," she 
exclaimed, raptvu'ously, '*is it really so? Oh! 
how good God is to me." 

" Is He not ? my daughter, and although 
there is no doubt that aU this — this sorrow 
about Thor — has accentuated our precious 
darling's condition, it has not caused it, she would 
have had this attack under any circumstances." 

"Dr Ellison does not know, does he, 
Miunmy ? " 

" About Thor ? certainly not. All we have to 
remember is that your sister is engaged to 
Loftus Maxwell." 

" Well, what is it, dear child ? " 

For Qare had again thrown herself in her 
mother's arms, and her face was once more 
hidden on her soft shoulder. 

" Only, Munmiy, that I want to tell you I 
trust I am going to be a better daughter to 
you and Daddy, and a more unselfish sister to 
my precious Pearl than ever before, I have been 
asking that I may become so." 

Mrs Beresford's answer was a still closer 
embrace. 
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"And what about Mr Rivers, Thor*s great 
friend ? " she asked at length. ** I have not 
seen him since he was a school boy, what has 
he grown like, Clare ? From all I hear I think 
he must be splendid/' 

'* Mother, dear,'' was the answer somewhat 
shyly given, " do you know, Mr Carlton Rivers 
is the very first man, I have ever met in my 
whole life, I think I could be afraid of ? " 

As the days passed onward the condition ol 
the young invalid became more hopeful, until 
the dreaded night of the crisis arrived and was 
passed in dreamless slumber, from which Pearl 
Beresford awoke, once again, to reason and con- 
valescence. As Dr Ellison had predicted, youth 
and a splendid constitution triumphed against 
adl opposing forces, and accelerated the girl's 
recovery so promptly that within a fortnight of 
the commencement of her illness she had been re- 
moved to the sofa in the adjoining dressing-room, 

Dr Ellison, on his final visit to his patient, 
himself brought the joyful tidings to Maxwell 
that he might visit his fianc6e on the following 
day. 

" But you must be prepared for altered 
looks," the kind physician declared, "all the 
pretty curls gone, traces of lost tissue on cheeks 
and hands, and all as colourless as snow." 

** Not a very serious consideration at 
seventeen." 

" Young enough, certainly. And you are 
what?" 

" Twenty-eight next month. O ! doctor, 
what a long spell of long life we have to look 
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forward to together, if God spares us to each 
other. What shall I not have to tell my little 
darling, the best of all that we are * heirs 
together of the Grace of Life '." 

"Tes, you have indeed much to be thankful 
for, dear boy. God bless you, aye, and you will 
be blessed. Well, ta ta for the present." 

" When do you leave ? " 

'* To-morrow at latest** 

'' To-morrow. Oh ! glorious to-morrow, what 
a day to look forward to. Well, good-bye, 
doctor." 

To-morrow came and went, but Dr Ellison did 
not return to town. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE SUNKEN ROCK 

'< I have at last attained the Rock 

Whereon my feehle fiuth may rest ; 
A Rock which storms can never shake, 

A Rock from which the wild'waves* crest, ^ 
Though with the force of Hell it break, 
Most back rebound."— A. Warnbk. 

Clifford Dudgeon was striding across the 
moors, the mother of the famous brood of pups 
at his heels, his gim over his shoulder, and in 
spite of the clear autmnn sunshine — all the more 
invigorating for the slight touch of frost in the 
air — a mist before his eyes, for which latter fact 
the letter he was at that moment tearing into a 
hundred pieces, preparatory to flinging them 
broadcast to the breeze, was alone accountable. 
For those little fluttering pieces of note-paper, 
bearing the somewhat illegible traces of Doctor 
Beresford's pen, were whirling away from him the 
love-dream of his youth. 

And yet in spite of the pain of the kind, but 
firm, refusal tugging at his heart, the young fellow 
walked bravely on, his head weU up, and his 
eyes, if a trifle moist, looking straight before him. 
For within the last few weeks, Clifford Dudgeon 
had learned the secret which restores a man to 
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his royal birthright, as an heir " of the glory that 
shall be revealed," and even in the moment of 
sharp trial he realised the sustaining Presence of 
his King. Well, indeed, that it was so, for the 
young soldier's new bom allegiance, to the 
Captain of his Salvation, had yet to be further 
tested. 

He had left the breezy moor, and had entered 
the broad coimtry road leading to the manor, 
when he was siu-prised by the figure of Babs, 
flying towards him, followed at some little distance 
by her younger sister. 

*'0h, Clifford," panted the girl as she came 
up to him, '* what luck to have found you, Dad 
is out and such awful news has come. Winnie 
has it." 

"Has what ? Be clear if you can, for once, 
Babs." 

"Why, the wire of course, it's from Rivers. 
Oh ! Clifford, that splendid fellow, Maxwell, has 
met with a fatal accident." 

" Maxwell ? " 

" Yes ! isn't it dreadful, he—" 

But Chfford was already out of hearing ; the 
end of the next five minutes found him, telegram 
in hand, the centre of an excited group in the 
hall. The words he was reading were : — 

* Maxwell, we fear, fatally injured ; plunged into 
the river this morning after drowning child ; child 
saved, rescuer struck against boulder ; wishes to 
see your eldest sister, bring her. — Rivers.' 

It was during the long and tedious journey to 
Monmouth, with its numerous changes, that 
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Qifford unburdened his heart to his sister con- 
cerning Clare's rejection of his suit. 

Winnie listened in silence, and it was some 
moments before she answered. 

" Clifford, I believe that 3^u will live to thank 
God for this, one day, even as I do now, if you 
wiU forgive my saying so, dear." 

" I do not know that I do forgive you," was 
the hot answer, " for you have no right to say 
anything of the kind." 

'* Not if I believe by manying, even so good 
and sweet a girl as Clare Beresford, you would 
have forfeited the unspeakable honour of being 
called to the Priesthood of Holy Church." 

" You appear to know a great deal more of my 
future plans than I do myself," Clifford answered 
drily, " but even if I were thinking of being 
ordained, whatever has this beastly blow to do 
vntti it ? You have never seen the girl I shall 
love to the end of my life, and how can you 
judge of her suitability, or otherwise, of becom- 
ing a clergjnnan's wife ? " 

" That is not the question, Clifford ; a Priest of 
the Church has no right to marry even the best 
and purest woman who ever lived." 

" Your authority for such a statement is 
certainly not the Bible." 

" The Church interprets the Bible." 

** By contradicting it." 

* Clifford, what are you sajrtng ? You make 
me miserable. I believe you would have actually 
gone with Babs to the Presbyterian Conventicle, 
last Sunday, if I had not carried you off ; surely 
you are not going over to the Protestants ! " 
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'' I do not know that I am going over to any- 
thing or anyone, but, to speak frankly, I — ^I — have 
learned at last that not a creed, not even a 
church, can save a fellow, nothing less in fact 
than a personal Christ." 

" And does not the church present Him on her 
altars every morning ? " 

" An inanimate Christ is not the Saviour I am 
seeking, nay, I would go further and humbly say. 
Whom I have found, the omnipotent Friend, 
Man to sympathise and God to save. Winnie, 
my dear, listen. Tou and I have been living in 
a kind of fools' Paradise, regarding eternal 
realities, for years ; think, for one moment, is not 
your spiritual horizon, has not mine, hitherto 
been bounded by n&n, men have taught us, 
men counselled us, men heard our confession 
of sin and failure, men absolved us, men 
turned natural elements into what we tried, 
at least I did, to believe was the Almighty 
Son of God, Himself, it was man's religion 
and, Winnie it did nothing for me, nothing I 
tell you, the beautifully and reverently con- 
ducted services, the exquisite music, the 
gorgeous vestments, thrilled and captured the 
higher senses of my being, but they left my 
soul starving.** 

The girl's face had grown white and set, but 
she remained silent. 

" I know I am paining you^ my dear,'* the 
young fellow continued^ "but we two have 
always been such chums^ and ever since this 
glorious light has been dawning upon me, I have 
longed to tell you." 
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He tried to take her hand as he spoke, but 
she almost snatched it away. 

" I fail to follow you," she answered coldly ; 
" to what glorious light do you refer ?*' 

" * The truth as it is in Jesus/ Believe me, Sis, 
if this sudden wreckage of all my dearest and 
fondest hopes had come to me a month ago, I 
believe I ^ould have become an agnostic, but 
now " 

"Yes? now " 

" I know it is all right,*' he answered softly 
and reverently. 

"Why?" 

" Because I have handed my life over to One 
Who knows all about it, and He will give me the 
pluck to bear, even the loss of my little love, 
bravely, for His sake." 

Again there was silence. 

" Have you nothing to say to me, Winnie ? " 

But Winnie was leaning her face out of the 
window, quietly weeping, 

'* It is all so wretched," she sobbed, allowing 
her brother, at last, to gain possession of her hand. 

'* It has always been my one joy that you and 
I, at least, were Catholics. I should like to say 
something kind and comforting to you, Clifford, 
but somehow I feel as if we were miles apart 
already." 

" When your eyes are opened to the light, as 
mine have been, dear *' 

" Never," cried the girl passionately, dashing 
away her tears and turning indignantly towards 
her brother, " I will die any death rather than 
become a Protestant." 
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But the look which meet heis, at once brave, 
patient, and touched with a new bom manliness, 
penetrated to her inmost heart and scattered her 
animosity to the winds. 

" Oifford,'' she said, nestling to his side and 
placing her other hand on his shoulder, "^you 
are an old darling and make it impossible to 
quarrel with you. Promise me to go and see 
Father Weaver the very first thing after we 
return home. I feel convinced he will put you 
right.'* ^ 

'" You advise me to darken my room and read 
by candlelight when the sim is shining in its 
strength." 

" Whatever do you mean ? " 

*'Just what I say. No, sister mine, I have 
for ever done with a creed which would persuade 
its votaries that the Eternal God, the Light of 
Light, is more honoured by the miserable tapers 
of man's providing, than by the glory of the 
sunshine of His own creation. The true light 
has arisen upon my soul, and the little sparks of 
human kindling, I used to delight in, have gone 
out for ever; St Chiysostem advises well and 
wisely, " Why need you wait for any other 
teacher, you have the word of God." 

" Does St Chrysostem realty say that ? " 

" I have quoted his exact words, they occur 
in one of his homilies, the ninth, I think, and 
most certainly find an echo in the prayer book 
you value so highly." 

*• I should like to know where." 

^* In the sixth article, Cheriton pointed it out 
to me." 
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'' Oh ! those everlasting articles ! Well ? '' 

'' Holy Scripture containeth all things necessary 
for Salvation, and whatever is not to be found 
therein, nor proved thereby, is not to be required 
of any man to be believed, but I say, Wirmie, we 
must buck up sharp, this is Chepstow where we 
have to change, help me to gather up the wraps, 
there's a brick.** 

In the bustle of looking after the luggage and 
the excitement of drawing so near to the journey's 
end, the subject of their conversation was not 
resumed. 

The few lamps suspended at spare intervals 
from the roof of the little country station rather 
accentuated, than dispeUed, the gloom of the 
moonless evening. 

Carlton Rivers, however, was at their window 
with his hand on the handle of their carriage 
as the train drew up to the platform. 

*^ This is indeed kind of you. Miss Dudgeon," 
he exclaimed, taking her hand and assisting h^ 
to alight. ** How splendid of you to bring her so 
promptly, old fellow. Take your sister and her 
maid to the brougham waiting outside, while I 
see to the traps. I hope you won't find the 
dog-cart too cold." 

'* Not at all, I yearn for air." 

He followed his sister, and tucked the furs 
round her and her shy little waiting-maid. 

" Don't look so scared, Winnie," he whispered, 
bending over her. " We shall be sure to arrive 
before you, and I shall be on the steps waiting 
for you. The dear fellow is no worse, Carlton 
tells me. I shall take jolly good care you do 
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not see him to-night," and with a nod which 
somehow brought a wealth of comfort to his 
sister's shrinking spirit, he turned away and 
mounted the dog-cart by Carlton's side. 

They drove on, some way, in silence. 

** How did it aQ happen, Rivers ? " 

" To my life-long regret I was not with him. I 
had gone to see a sick girl, the daughter of 
Beresfoid's groom, and it all happened during 
my absence. Of course you don't know, how 
should you ? but this afternoon Maxwell was to 
have paid his first visit to his poor Uttle girl, the 
very first, indeed, since their betrothal, the day 
of the picnic they all went to in the forest. 
Were you there, I forget ? " 

" Yes, I was there," Clifford answered quietly. 

" Well, he has never seen her since, for of course 
you know all about the poor child's long and 
dangerous illfless ; my own idea is that the dear 
fellow felt too restless and excited for any of his 
usual pursuits, but whether or not, it seems he 
went out, almost immediately I had left the 
house, for a row, intending to take a dip, taking 
one of his men with him. They had gone a 
mile or two down the river, just under some 
pretty little cottages high on the bank, when 
a little chap, playing in one of the gardens, lost 
his footing and came rolling and tumbling down 
the bank into the water. Maxwell, with his 
usual plucky disregard of self, in the moment of 
danger, at once plunged in after him, just in 
time to save the little fellow from being sucked 
in under a large boulder, but he himself came so 
violently in contact with it, that he rolled 

u 
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heavily over on his back against a sunken pro- 
jection of the same rock, with the result that 
the spine, Dr Ellison fears, is hopelessly injured." 

"And then?" 

" A group of villagers had hurried down to 
the bank at the sound of the child's screams, 
and Maxwell, by almost superhmnan endurance, 
managed to hold the boy up until the father 
waded in and took him from his arms. We have 
since ascertained that he is all right." 

"And Maxwell?*' 

"They got him into the boat, but what the 
agony must have been of being handled by these 
rough inexperienced fellows, tender hearted, as no 
doubt they were, does not bear thinking of." 

" And what does Ellison say of him ? " 

" If his fears are correct, he does not give him 
a week to live." 

The silence that followed was unbroken until 
the gig turned into the avenue. 

"Does Cheritonknow ?" Clifford askedat length. 

'*Yes, I wired for him on my way to the 
station. He will most probably be here by the 
early train to-morrow morning, I expect he will 
catch the night mail." 

" Good. Cheriton is just the person I should 
like about me if I were " 

But neither of them could as yet supply the 
word. 

Winnie, wearied and sick at heart, was spared 
the pain of her dreaded visit to the sick-room 
that evening by the thoughtful suggestion of 
her brother, which Rivers at once fell in with, 
that she should retire for the night. 
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It was, however, at an earlier hour than she 
had anticipated on the following morning that 
Carlton Rivers brought her an urgent message 
from the injured man, b^ging her to go to him. 

She immediately rose and silently followed her 
conductor through the long corridor, leading to 
the beautiful, sunny room, so soon, possibly, to 
be overshadowed with the darkness of death. 



CHAPTER XXIX 

A STARTLING REQUEST 

" Lo here what gentleness these women have. 
If we coald know it in oar mdinesse, 
How busy they be as to keep and save 
Both in our health and in oar sickenesse, 
And always right sorry for oar distresse* 
In every manner thus show they ruth. 
That in them is all goodness and all truth.*' 

Chaucbr. 

As Miss Dudgeon crossed the threshold of the 
sick-room, all the perturbation and nameless, 
nervous, dread, which, but a moment before, 
had threatened to overmaster her, seemed 
suddenly to disappear in the atmosphere of 
almost holy calm in which she found herself. 

The two nurses in attendance, at once, with- 
drew upon her entrance, into an anteroom, as 
if in accordance with pre-received instructions. 

The stately apartment was one mass of 
freshly gathered flowers, the spoils of con- 
servatory and garden, and the sunshine was 
pouring through open windows, facing the 
lawns sloping down to the quiet river, still 
flowing as brightly and swiftly onward, as if 
there were no treacherous, sunken, rocks beneath 
its tranquil suiiace. 

Maxwell, arrayed Vil ^ co%M^ \x\Sa^sL ^'^s^Vss^^ 
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gown, lying among his pillows, appeared but 
little changed, a slight blueness around the firm 
clean shaven lips, alone telling of any serious 
internal condition. 

A large cushioned chair had been placed for 
the visitor by the bedside, and as Winnie seated 
herself she felt, rather than saw, the handsome, 
inscrutable, eyes of the invalid fixed upon her. 

^' Mr Maxwell, believe me, no words of mine 
can, in the smallest degree, express the grief I 
feel at finding you thus," the girl began, taking 
his outstretched hand, the tears already rising 
in the dark eyes she raised to his. 

" Thank you.*' 

His manner^ was as quiet and his tone as 
deliberate as ever. ''I know your kind and 
gentle heart has taught your lips to say so, and 
it is because I flatter myself that I have, at 
least, to some extent, guaged the depth and 
truthfulness of your character, that I have 
ventured to ask you to come in order to answer 
a few questions, which a weaker and smaller 
nature might deem unpardonable, even if asked 
by dying Ups^ Will you not only allow the 
questions, but vouchsafe me the answers ? " 

A silent inclination of the head was the only 
response; 

'' Are you engaged to Thorold Tempest ? " 

The question was so wholly unexpected that 
it sent the blood flying in an angry rush to 
neck and temples, drying her eyes and restoring 
her voice, but a quick, indignant, glance into the 
quiet face regarding her, calmed her as with a 
touch of gentle power. 
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" No," she answered proudly and firmly. " Sir 
Thorold Tempest is a friend whom I have 
learned to esteem, and I believe he r^ards me 
in the same light, but neither of us possess the 
faintest desire to become more." 

" Thank you. He is your friend and he has 
given you his confidence." 

Again those compelling eyes forced her to 
answer. 

" Yes, he has given me his confidence." 

" And that confidence was — ? " 

Winnie raised a pale, astonished, face to her 
interrogator. 

*' I am dying,*' he said quietly, " and upon 
your answer may possibly depnd the happiness, 
or the reverse, of two lives. Death is a great 
cancellor, Miss Dudgeon. I ask you again 
what confidence did Thorold Tempest commit to 
you ? " 

" That he loved Pearl Beresford." 

"And she?" 

"He did not teU me so— but— " 

" Yes ? '' 

*' I think it was because he thought she loved 
him that he went away, but he did not say so.'* 

" And he asked you to write to him ? " 

" To write to him ! yes, simply because I 
promised to be his friend — and hers, and he 
asked me to let him know if anything especial 
happened to her, such as — " 

" Her engagement to me, did you inform him 
of this ? " 

" I did, but 1 Yiave ^cfc ^^arcL^ \3aafc he knew 
all about it beiote Yve^l^ll^xi^^^'' 
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" And of her illness ? '' 



*' Not before I heard there was hope of her 
recovery." 

MaxweU held out his hand, his white shapely 
hand, with the massive ring, he always wore, 
upon it, and raised the girl's fingers to his 
lips. 

"God bless you, Miss Dudgeon. I expected 
much from you, and you have not disappointed 
me. Will you be my friend as well as 
Tempest's ? '* 

" Will I not ? Mr Maxwell, you say you 
understand my character, if so you will appreci- 
ate something of what it has cost me to divulge 
what I have hitherto regarded as an absolutely 
sacred trust, but I would willingly bear what- 
ever the pain has been to me, a thousand times 
told, if — ^if — ^thus I might be enabled to become 
of the sUghtest help or comfort to you.'* 

" Thank you. Will you bear a message from 
me to my darling ? " 

Winnie started. 

*' Are you aware that I have never yet seen 
Miss Beresford? " 

" That fact signifies nothing. You are the 
only one I can entrust with my message, the 
last I shall ever send her." 

"Oh! Mr Maxwell, please do not sa3rs so. 
Dr Ellison—" 

"Thinks that there might be hope of my 
recovery ? He is mistaken, there is none. Miss 
Dudgeon, I shall never see my little treasure 
again, until we meet as the * Angels ol Gari.' 
in the fair Home, ' wYkcc^ ^^CkK^ txsa&kKt xs^ax^^ 
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nor axe given in marriage.' Are you willing to 
take my dying message to her ? " 

Winnie inclined her head, her quivering lips 
refused to speak. 

" In the first place, I want you to give her 
this sealed packet ; it contains the only real 
earthly treasure I possess, my mother's last 
words to me, which I have worn with a lock 
of the dear old hair, they saved for me, in a 
golden casket next to my heart, ever since I 
received them. Besides this casket the packet 
contains a letter from Thorold Tempest which I 
only received a few days ago ; it explains what 
has been a mystery to me, ever since I knew 
him. Miss Dudgeon, if you ever wonder why 
*he, the only child of wealthy parents, should 
be a poor man, seeking his fortune in a distant 
land, ask Dr Beresford, and his answer will 
convince you that I am right in stating 
that a truer hero does not step this earth 
than the man I was once base enough to 
hate.*' 

The speaker lay back for a few moments 
with closed eyes. When he spoke again the 
deep-toned voice was appreciably fainter. 

"That letter you now hold in your hand, 
underlies the message I ask you to bear from 
me to the girl who loves him." 

Winnie's face was hidden in her hand. 

"Tell my httle, tender blossom,'* continued 
the calm, low, voice, "that I know and under- 
stand all, and whatever the issue of this illness, 
I release her from her betrothal to me, and I 
also bid you to say to her that, right or wrong. 
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her answer to my passionate pleading became, 
in the Divine Hand^ a golden link in the 
adamantine chain which has drawn me to Him. 
In life or death we are * heirs together of the 
Grace of life* .» 

The sick man paused again, and with evident 
effort continued: 

" When my darling has read through 
Tempest's letter she will understand why I 
commit her, with so much confidence, to his 
care. The one earthly wish I have left, is that 
she should become his, and before nightfall I 
trust the only obstacle to their union will be 
absolutely a thing of the past. My friend, tell 
the one and only love of my life this, that if 
the strains of earth's rejoicing can penetrate 
the realms of bhss, to which I, by grace, am 
hastening, that the music of their wedding-bells 
will carry joy to me even in Heaven.'* 

Maxwell lay back exhausted among his pillows, 
and to Winnie's dismay a pallor began to over- 
spread his face. It was, therefore, the greatest 
possible relief to her when the door was flung 
suddenly open and Dr Ellison, followed by his two 
nurses and a hospital dresser, entered the room. 
She rose quickly, and with one parting glance 
towards the apparently unconscious invalid, and 
a bow to the doctor, hurried from the room. 
She had reached the end of the corridor, when, 
half-blinded with her tears, she almost ran into 
the arms of an elderly gentleman, with gold 
spectacles, a slight stoop of the shoulders, and a 
pleasant, thoughtful, face^ coming from an 
opposite direction. 
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" Miss Dudgeon, I believe," he exclaimed with 
a courteous bow. 

" And you — ^you are Dr Beresford ? " 

" I am, my—" 

*' Oh, Dr Beresford ! '' she cried, passionately 
clasping her hands, '"when can I see your 
daughter, Pearl. I have a message for her, and — 
and — I must not forget one word — not one 
syllable." 

The doctor glanced at her burning cheeks and 
glistening eyes, and his face grew grave. 

" Ah ! to be sure, I understand. If you 
Uke I can take you to her at once, my carriage 
is at the door, and can bring you back here 
again as soon as you wish." 

For answer the girl snatched a wrap from the 
hall stand and flung it round her, 

'' I am ready," she said. 

The colour had left her cheeks and her lips 
were trembling. 

'* Pardon me, but you do not look well," the 
doctor said, '' allow me to ring for a glass of 
wine before you start." 

^* No thank you. I feel there is not a 
moment to lose," exclaimed Winnie, hastening 
towards the entrance, almost brushing by her 
companion in order to do so. 

Dr Beresford followed her awe-struck and 
wondering. 

When Dr Ellison at length left his patient he 
found Rivers, as usual, waiting for him in the 
anteroom. 

The face ol t\ift ioTtaat VsoJ&sd gjrave and 
stem. 
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" I wired for Sir last night," he said, 

stepping to the window and remaining there for 
some moments, with his back to Carlton, who 
had asked no question, there was no need to 
do so. 

" Rivers,'* he said, turning suddenly round, 
** I would give an5rthing, or do anything, to 
save his life, but I fear the Fiat has gone 
forth, before which the highest human skill is 

as impotent as a child's breath. Sir is, of 

course, the one man in all the world for such a 
case, but I fear he can do nothing.'' 

Still there was silence. 

''Did you send my certificate to Scotland 
Yard?" 

" Yes, I expect the prosecution will fall 
through for lack of evidence, and, scoundrel as 
Stillman is, I only hope with all my heart it 
wilL" 

*' Amen. We certainly do not desire a name, 
so soon to become so sacred to us all, to be 
dragged before the public. But what does all 
this mean about the Viverra, and Maxwell, of all 
men, being mixed up with it. I expect, how- 
ever, it's nothing but some fairy tale that the 
miscreant has been hatching in the solitude of 
his cell as a kind of esp/rance derni&e.** 

" Not altogether so, but the whole subject 
would be far too painful a one for either of us 
to go into now. I will just say this, however, 
if the means, our beloved friend took to secure 
the prize he coveted with such passionate 
longing, might not have appo^x^ \j^ ^wi. ^^ \s^ 
me to have been coiDxaeiida\A!&« >afc \a& ^cs«^^ ^^^ 
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that lay within his power to atcme for such. 
He made a clear breast of the whole affair to 
Dr Beresford, more than a fortnight ago, the 
day following your wonderful talk with him. 
Those few words of yours, whatever they were, 
doctor, constituted the turning point of his 
life." 

The air came freshly through the open 
window, and Dr Ellison must have experienced 
this by the vigorous way he began to clear his 
throat and blow his nose. 

" I, of all men," continued Carlton, in quiet 
grave tcmes, '* who have lived with him day by 
day, can testify to the reaUty of his repentance, 
and to the beautiful consistency of his life ever 
since that wonderful night, when, man to man, 
and soul to soul, we knelt together for the first 
time at the Master's feet." 

In the silence that followed, heart spoke to 
heart more eloquently than words could have done. 

At length Dr Ellison rose and held out his 
hand, which the other gripped; 

" Good-bye, for the present," he began, ** I 
shall bring—" but the sentence was never 
finished, for the speaks suddenly turned and 
beat a hasty retreat. 

Long after his footsteps had died away. 
Rivers still knelt in the silent room, his arms 
across the table and his face buried between 
them. At length a broken sob rose through the 
stillness. 

** Oh I my brother ! my brother I I am 
distressed for thee, ra^ \>io\!okRx \ Th.Y love to me 
was wonderful, pa&^x\%>i)afeViN^ ^l^^xossiV 



CHAPTER XXX 

LIGHT 

** I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
" I am this dark world's light, 
Look onto Me thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright." 
I looked to Jesus and I found 

In Him my Star, my Sun ; 
And in that Light of Life I'll walk 

Till travelling days are done."^BoNAR. 

Six days later the beautiful steamer ''Lake 
Erie " ended her voyage at the Liverpool 
landing stage. Almost the first to step on shore 
was Thorold Tempest, and, as he did so, Clifiord 
Dudgeon bounded forward to meet him. 

" This is A.I.,*' he exclaimed, wringing our 
hero's hand. '' It is better than sunshine in 
November to see your handsome old phiz 
again." 

Thorold's returning grip was sufficient answer 
to his friend's greeting. 

" And I am in time, dear boy ? " 

'' I think so, but there is not a moment to 
lose. The car is waiting. Is this bag all you 
have ? " 

"All I have brought^ the rest will foliar— ^ 
necessary/' 
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The two men stepped briskly to the motor 
drawn up beyond the landmg stage and were 
soon Hying southward. 

" Fire away. Dudgeon," Thorold exclaimed as 
soon as they had settled the costly furs around 
them to the satisfaction of each. " Rivers' wire 
informing me of the accident and urging me to 
start, at once, is all I have heard, eigo, b^;in 
at the b^poming." 

Clifford's recital of all that had transpired, 
mingled with his eulogisms on the pluck and 
heroism of the injured man, lasted until 
the first portion of the journey had been 
accomplished. 

By the time he had drawn his somewhat 
graphic narrative to a close, there was an 
expression of almost feverish longing in Thor's 
eyes. 

" God grant that I may not be too late," he 
murmured beneath his breath. 

Dudgeon caught the words. 

*' I do not think you will be too late/' he said, 
with a tinge of rising colour in his still boyish 
cheeks. ^' We — that is, several of us have been 
asking that you may not be, the dear fellow 
has such a deep craving, I can call it nothing 
else, to see you. Did I tell you that he has not 
set eyes on his poor little fianc6e once since she 
was first taken ill ? " 

There was a moment's silence. 

"No, you did not tell me," was the quiet 
answer, " nor have you told me how far she has 
recovered." 

*' She was getting on splendidly, but I am 
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sorry to say the poor little thing has had a 
relapse." 

Tempest started so violently that his 
companion looked alarmed. 

" I hope the wheels have not gone over any- 
thing alive," he said, " I am always afraid they 
will." 

** I don't think so. You were saying that 
Miss Pearl has had a relapse. Is her life again 
in danger ? " 

** She is very ill. Poor Maxwell, it seems, 
asked my sister, Winnie — you will remember 
that I told you she is at the Moorings with 
me f 

** Yes, I remember. Maxwell asked your 
sister, Winnie, what ? " 

'' To carry a message from him to his Uttle 
girl ; naturally, don't you know, she did not tell 
me what the message was. But we can pretty 
approximately guess its nature, at least I know 
I can, alas ! " 

" Whatever it was or was not, did your sister 
deUver it ? " 

'" At once. She met Dr Beresford as she left 
Maxwell's room, and he took her straight away 
to the sick girl, and Winnie told her every word." 

"And theresult.?" 

"Was a very painful one. To Winnie's 
dismay (of course she was quite alone with 
her), the poor child sprang up in bed and 
declared she would go to him at once, that 
nothing and no one should keep her from him. 
Winnie could do nothing with her, she rang 
violently for the nurse, good little Prim, who 
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was just in time to catch hold of the poor girl 
before she fell back unconscious, and in less than 
an hour she was once more in high fever and 
was delirious all night. She has been very ill 
ever since, but this morning's bulletin is 
brighter, and Dr Ellison holds out every hope 
of her recovery." 
Another and longer pause followed, 
" Has Miss Dudgeon seen her since ? " 
" Constantly, The poor child seems to have 
taken a great fancy to her, and they say she 
often asks for her when she is not there. I am 
awfully glad you have come. Tempest, Of 
course I must stay as long as Winnie does, but 
to tell you the truth, I am quite one too many, 
the fact is, I am wanted by no one." 
*' My dear Clifiord what ncmsense.'* 
"Fact, Rivers is always with poor Maxwell, 
and Winnie is nearly always at Brooklands." 

" But what about my Uttle chum, Clare ; 
surely she's a host in herself, at least she used to 
be. Doesn't she take pity on your lonliness ? " 
Poor Clifford, he hesitated for one moment, 
and then, with a rush of confidence, not altogether 
unmanly, he plunged into the subject which in 
reaUty was uppermost in his mind, notwith- 
standing his sympathy with the painful interests 
surrounding him. The recital of mingled love, 
hope, and disappointment, and Thor's efforts to 
help and comfort the heavy heart of his former 
pupil, occupied the remainder of the journey. 

•'Tempest, old fellow," Dudgeon exclaimed, 
while the motor slackened speed as the entrance 
of The Moorings appeared, "I am afraid I 
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have bored you to death, but I cannot describe 
what a pucker comfort it has been to me to tell 
you all this. Your sympathy seems all the 
stronger and more wonderful from the fact that 
3^u are so heart whole yourself/' 

** All right, dear boy," was the quiet answer, 
" to love a good girl, even hopelessly, never yet 
spoiled any man's life, worthy of the name," 

"" I do not mean that it shall spoilt mine,'^ 
the youth answered, with a quiet and new-bom 
energy, that surprised, as greatly as it pleased, his 
companion. ''I had several long talks with 
Cheriton, when he was here a few days ago, and 
the Pater has since given his sanction to my 
plan of joining him for a time as lay helper in 
Puddleford, with the thought of Ordination to 
my father's parish eventually, you know the 
living is in his gift. To work under Cheriton 
would be a splendid preparation for such a life.** 

'* It would indeed, what a grand career to 
look forward to. But here we are ! " 

They dismissed the car at the gates, sending 
it round to the stables. As they entered the 
drive, Carlton Rivers came hurrjdng towards 
them. 

^' God bless you, Thor. Yes, you are in time» 
thank God. You ought to feed first, but I 
fear—" 

'* I could not touch a mouthful to save my 
life. Take me to him at once, Carl." 

And Rivers did so. 

At the end of the corridor Dr Ellison met 
them. 

** He knows you have arrived," he said grasp- 
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ing Tempest's hand, ** and he wishes to be left 
alone with you and Rivers, but I cannot allow 
you more than twenty minutes. The great 
thing to be guarded against is increase of pain, 
what he is suffering now, would kill most men." 

" Is there no hope, doctor ? *• 

" None, whatever, from a human standpoint. 
Sir Thorold, but with the Great Physician 
nothing is impossible." 

A great surprise awaited our hero as he 
approached the bed-side of the injured man, 
and took f he nerveless hand Maxwell extanded to 
him« Beyond the blueness which had somewhat 
extended, the face of the invalid was so little 
changed since the last time he had seen him, in 
all his magnificence of health and strength, 
scarcely a month ago, that Thorold felt it 
almost impossible to believe he was looking into 
the countenance of a d3dng man. 

** I am glad to see you. Tempest," the change 
was in the voice, " and for the opportunity of 
thanking you for writing to me so frankly.*' 

Thorold pressed the hand he held, it was all 
he dare attempt as yet. 

" Sit down, yes, there, and Carl, old man, you 
on the other side. I rejoice to feel that I am 
lying between two of the grandest fellows that 
ever stepped God's earth. And we three are 
at last true friends, are we not ? " 

"So true," b^an Thorold, ''that— " but he 
could get no further. 

** Do you know two months ago I hated you ? '* 

'* No, I did not know it, and I almost think I 
do not now — " 
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" Because you little reck the manner of man 
I was. It was only a repetition of David and 
the noble Hittite warrior over again. I schemed, 
I Hed, I sinned, to get your little tender ewe 
lamb, and I won her. Beresforc^ will tell you 
the ghastly story, he knows everything. I have 
not breath for it now, Thorold Tempest, if 
ever you are tempted to doubt the Divine 
forgiveness, remember He has forgiven me," 
The baronet looked up brightly. " And me." 
Carlton suddenly shaded his face with his 
hand, his broad shoulders moved slightly. 

** You see," began Tempest, in answer to the 
questioning look which had stolen into the eyes 
regarding ' his, while the colour bounded to his 
temples, "I have had rather a rough time 
of it, everything I cared for seemed to go, and 
left me in absolute darkness. And in the end, 
that which I deemed hermetically safe — ^my 
father's good name went — and mine with it** 
" Through that cur*s audacious insolence." 
"Tes, the instrument matters little, ii went. 
And then ! I can hardly tell you just how it all 
happened. The night before we landed at 
Montreal, I was on deck, it was a superb night, 
if you wish for a more intimate acquaintance 
with the moon and stars, go to Canada. I felt, 
however, almost to hate their gentle lustre for 
it made me only realise more bitterly the dense 
darkness which dominated my inner man. As 
I sat there wrapped in my bneliness and furs, 
suddenly, without any connection of ideas 
which I could discover, a verse, Clare Beresford 
repeated to her father and me, many months 
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ago, and which impressed me much at the time 
and afterwards, suddenly came to me as 
distinctly as if it had been uttered in my 
hearing. Am I tiring you, dear fellow ? '* 

" On the contrary you are resting me, what 
was the verse ? *' 

" ' Who is he that walketh in darkness and 
hath no light, let him trust in the Name of the 
Lord and stay upon his God, behold all ye who 
kindle a fire, walk in the light of your fire and 
in the sparks which ye have kindled, this shall 
ye have of Mine Hand, ye shall he down in 
sorrow'. With an awful clearness the reality 
of things flashed upon me. In place of quietly 
obeying the God-inspired injunction to rest 
upon His name and to stay upon Him, I had 
been endeavouring to dissipate the darkness, in 
which I foimd myself, by walking in the light 
of the sparks, I, or others, had kindled, and if 
ever a man inherited the terrible result of 
* lying down in sorrow ' I was he. How 
distinctly those miserable fires, man's substitute 
for quietly resting upon Jehovah, rose before 
me. Infidelity, that spark soon went out. 
Christian Science, Ritualism, New Theohgy and 
any amoimt more of the lurid crew. I had 
tried them all in turn, only to learn they rather 
emphasised, than dispersed, the darkness, they 
failed to illuminate ; one by one, they had all 
gone out, but — " 
• Yes ? " 

'* God was left. And in that solemn moment 
beneath His Heaven I turned to Him, and I — 
found— Him." 
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As Thorold ceased speaking he glanced for 
the first time at his companions. 

Carl was bending towards him with wrapt face, 
an expression hardly of earth had stolen into 
Maxwell's eyes. 

" Rather, He found you to lead you into the 
sunshine, both of Heaven and earth. Pearl 
Beresford is yours, dear boy; she has never 
loved, and will never love, anyone but you, 
everything else has been a mistake, a deadly 
mistake, Tou will be a rich man, Tempest, 
although not so 'rich as dear old Carl here, and 
you have won the sweetest flower of woman- 
hood that ever blossomed in all its virgin purity 
and loveliness; and yet radiant, prosperous, 
blessed and a blessing, as some strong feeling of 
premonition assures me you will be, what after 
all are your inmiediate prospects compared to 
mine ? What think you is the accumulated 
heap of gold, I leave down here, to those 
eternal riches of glory awaiting me yonder, and 
what is even the tenderest, and sweetest, and 
holiest, earthly tie to one who is going in to see 
the King in His Beauty, Face to face for ever- 
more. It seems to me that I have made a mess 
of everything. God entrusted riches to me, 
they almost ruined my soul; influence — I 
squandered it aimlessly away, and the one fair 
love. He allowed to cross my life, only lured me 
into sin, so He has taken them all away, and 
given me, in their stead. Himself and Heaven, 
and I am more than content with the exchange.*' 
As the speaker lay back eldiausted a nurse 
stepped to his side. 
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'' The time is up, gentlemen,'* she said in a 
decidedly professional tone. '' and I must ask you 
to retire at once; no, please do not speak to 
the patient again. Mr Rivers, if you wish it, 
you can return presently.'* 

An hour or two later, as Thorold and Dudgeon 
sat lingering over the luncheon table, Dr 
Beresford, looking flushed and discomposed, 
suddenly entered the room; 

** Thor, dear boy," he exclaimed, wringing his 
adopted nephew's hands, "we can do nothing 
with her, she is b^ging and imploring us to 
bring her to the poor fellow, will you come and 
see what you can do. You have always 
had a certain amount of influence with both 
girls." 

Thor needed no second bidding, he sprang into 
the small motor by Dr Beresford's side, leaving 
poor Clifford, once more, to his solitary 
reflections. 

The end of the next ten minutes found both 
men mounting the broad staircase that led to 
the sick-ro(xn. 

"Uncle," Thor said, "can you trust me 
sufiicientiy to leave me to my own discretion 
to choose how to act, during the next five 
minutes ? " 

" Surely, dear fellow. I feel a new man now 
you are here, and— if— you— still care to take it, 
I yield to you the prior claim to my child, and 
I need hardly say your aunt joins with me in 
doing so." 

Thor's only answer was to wring the doctor's 
outstretched hand. 
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They had reached the door of the dressing 
room. 

" Please go in, Sir," Tempest whispered. 
' Leave the door a little ajar, so that I may- 
slip in without being seen, but I beg of you to 
say nothing to anyone about my being here." 

The doctor nodded silently, and passed through, 
leaving Thorold standing on the door mat. 

As her father entered, Pearl, who was sitting 
already half-dressed upon the sofa, held out her 
arms to him. 

" Oh, Daddy dear ! " she sobbed, *' take me 
to him. I will be so good if you will. Oh, do, 
do ! take me to him, dear." 

" My darling pet, Dr Ellison tells us it will 
kiU you." 

" But it won't. No, no. Prim, go away. . Oh, 
Mummy dear, don't cry so, only take me to 
him, don't you know how he saved your life, 
and how he saved all of us from being quite, 
quite poor people. I think, perhaps, it will 
make him better if he sees me. Do take me 
to him, darling ! I want to tell him — ^" 

A pink spot was burning on each cheek, there 
was no time to lose, 

Thor suddenly stepped forward. 

" Pearl, don't be a little goose." 

The girl started and turned round, to find 
Thorold Tempest smiUng down upon her, 

"Thor, Thor!" 

Coolly and calmly he put his arms around 
her, and the poor little head dropped upon his 
shoulder. 

V Thor ! Oh, Thor ! " she murmured. 



3l8 SPARKS 

''Why, what a silly UtUemite it nT he said, 
softly stroking her shorn locks, as if she had 
been a child. Maxwell, dear fellow, is a great 
deal too ill to see you. The ezdtement of 
doing so would probably kill him. Don't you 
think the Master knows best, pet ? 

" Yes — ^but — O ! Thor, I have wanted you so 
much. Why did you go away ? " 

''For so many reasons, that I am afraid it 
would make this poor little head ache if I were 
to attempt to tell you one hall But by 
God's grace I am never going away again, 
sweetheart." 

" Never ! " 

" Never, you and I will go hand in hand and 
heart to heart together to the very end of our 
lives." 

" Oh, how lovely, and won't Mr Maxwell mind 
one little bit, even if he gets well ? *' 

"Not one little bit, he has told me so, and 
now if you will promise to go straight ofE to 
sleep I will hold this little morsel of a hand 
thus, and never stir till you awake." 

And this was Thorold Tempest's wooing and 
winning, 

Dr Beresford joined his wife a few minutes 
later, in the library. 

*' So our boy has won her at last," he said 
huskily, but with a gladness in his eyes there 
was no mistaking. 

Mrs Beresford laid her hand on her husband's 
arm. 

" Dear love," she said softly, " do you re- 
member a conversation you and I had in this 



UGST 339 

room soon after Thorns letter to you, about 
five weeks ago ? " 

The doctor started. 

"Yes, I remember," he said, musingly. 
" Naomi ! your prayers have carried the day." 

" Or rather the God to whom I prayed/' was 
the gentle answer. " George can you stand out 
against Him any longer ? " 

There was no answer, and Mrs Beresford 
silently withdrew. Ere she did so, she turned 
with one parting glance towards her husband. 
He still sat with his face buried in his hands. 

It was just before daybreak on the following 
morning that the feet of the Ro}^! Messenger 
crossed the threshold of Maxwell's beautiful 
room. Thorold was still at Brooklands, the 
rest of the household, including Winnie and 
Clifford Dudgeon, were sleeping. Rivers had 
begged to take the nurse's place for a couple of 
hours, and he was therefore alone witii his 
friend when the summons gently came to him. 
It was just what either would have desired, 
although, perhaps, neither of them realised at 
the moment that the end was so near. 

" Old friend and true," murmured the dying 
man, "' with my latest breath I praise my God 
for having given you to me.*' 

" Joe, how shall I live without you ? '* 

The sob so long suppressed came at last. There 
was a slight pressure of the fingers resting in 
River's hand. 

" Every simset will bring oiu* meeting — nearer 
— Carl. Even at this solemn moment the 
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thought gladdens me, and — dying eyes see very 
clearly. I have sometimes thought that Clare 
Beresf ord has become something more to you 
than one whom it has been your privilege to 
lead Heavoiward.*' 

^* She has, how much more, God only knows.** 

And she will come to you to comfort you in 
your loneliness, CarL" 

" That is what she says, but — '* 

"She will comfort you — praise God for this, 
but what about the Foreign Mission Field and 
the C. M, S., are you relinquishing all thought 
of this ? " 

" By no means, for Clare is mope than willing 
to go out with me, and her parents leave her 
absolutely free in the matter;** 

'' Wonderful ! and she, * the admired of 
admirers ! * ** 

"Yes, indeed. * Yea, ^?rtiat hath God 
wrought ! * " 

There was silence, through which the soft tick 
of the repeater, close at hand, could be heard. 
It was River's low, deep-toned, voice that 
broke it, 

" Dear Joe, I have a message for you from 
Miss Dudgeon.'* 

^' I shall be glad to have it, she is a grand 
woman." 

" She wants you to know that she has given 
up all thought of going into a sister-hood ; the 
few talks she has had with you have shown her 
things in a truer light, before which many of her 
former views Yia.ve ^tosoVolA^ vanished." 

" Alleluia \ VJmiofe \^\3A%«svjl ^wj^s. t^^^c^ 
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miles above her system. And what about 
poor Clifford ? " 

" He is going to work mider Cheriton, instead 
of going into a Theological Collie, and his 
sister Barbara, who is turning out A.i., is going 
to keep house for him at Puddleford. Pretty 
little Madge has just become engaged to that 
nice young fellow, Traviss, youngest son of Sir 
Thomas Traviss of Hexham Priory, but I fear 
all this talk is tiring you, dear Joe." 

" No — ^no, not tiring me. I am glad to hear. 
I love them all — ^well, I shall meet them all 
again — my little Pearl — Thor — and you Carl — 
Carl— my faithful friend, God bless you.'* 

Maxwell lay back with closed eyes, and Carl 
watching him saw the grey look deepening on 
his face; 

" Are you suffering, dear Joe ? " 

" No — ^the pain has entirely ceased — ^it is all 
peace — flight — joy — ^if this is dying, it is not hard 
to die ! " 

Again there was silence: 

" Sing — Carl — my — ^favourite — ^hymn." 

And in rich but trembling tones Rivers began : 

''Rock of Ages deft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee.." 

The wistful gladness on the dying face deepened. 

** Nothing in my hand I bring, 
Simply to Thy Cross I cling." 

Maxwell's eyes were again closed^ but his 
lips were moving as if in prayer. 

« While I drmw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyelids close in dnxSci, 
Wheal soar 
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Rivers suddenly paused^ and bent eagerly 
forward, there was a slight flicker of the eyelids, 
a quick drawing of the breath, and Loftus 
Maxwell had passed within the veil. 

• • . , . • 

We bid farewell to our readers, eight months 
later, amidst a burst of summer sunshine and the 
dash of marriage bells, on a triple wedding-day. 
We smile into the faces of the happy bridegrooms 
and their gentle brides, we wave our adieus to 
many of the friends gathered around them, we 
have learned to know and to love, and we take 
one last lingering look into the fair home whidi 
Sir Thorold Tempest has prepared for his 
beloved — ^there are many rare and costly objects 
to invite our attention, but that which rivets our 
gaze, is a large panel facing the entrance of the 
spacious hall, bearing in bold, clear, characters 
the words : — 

" Who is among you that f eareth the Lord, that 
obeyeth the voice of His Servant, that walketh in 
darkness, and hath no light, let him trust in the 
Name of the Lord, and stay upon his God — ^behold 
all ye who kindle a fire, and compass yourself 
about with sparks, walk in the light of your fires 
and in the sparks which ye have kindled, this 
shall ye have of Mine Hand, ye shall lie down in 



sorrow.'* 



THE END. 
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ings, IS. net. 

Havilland. The King of Poland's Ring, and other 
Stories for the Young. By Mrs Agnes db Havilland (it^ 
MoLBS worth). With Six Illustrations. Cloth, is. net 

Hubert's Two Anchors ; or, Service Chosen. A 

Story for Boys. By E. A. W. Second Edition. 540 pp., 
crown 8vo, in handsome cloth binding, 2s. 6d. net 
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L.A.H.S. Three Crowns. The Crown of Love, the 
Crown of SniTering, and the Crown of Life. Being the Life 
of Jeanne d'Albret, Queen of Navarre, in Verse. Cloth, gilt, 
IS. 6d. net. 

Life in the Ghetto ; or, The Jewish Physician. By 
the Anthor of " Doing and Suffering," etc. Crown 8vo, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, gilt, 2s. net. 

Macrae. The Book at the Bottom of the Sea ; or, 

The Vindication of Holy Scripture. By Lady Macrae. 
Qoth, IS. net. 

Mary M'Clellan. A Tale for Mothers. By 
A. M. D. With Frontispiece. Cloth, 6d. net. 

Our Ethel : a Polished Comer Stone. By the 
Author of *' God's Tenth," etc. Cloth, 9d. net 

Reaney. Under Orders ; or, Not His Own Master. 
By Mrs G. S. Rsanby, Author of « Our Daughters," etc., etc. 
Crown 8vo, illustrated, cloth, gilt, 2s. net. 

Living Sermons; True Stories of Some 

Marvellous Cases of Gospel Victories. Crown 8vo, cloth* 
IS, net 

Mothers and Motherhood. Crown 8vo, 

doth, IS. net 

Rgected King, The. A Story of the Ages from 

The Garden of Eden to the Great White Throne of the 

Apocal3q)se. By an Old Disciple. Crown 8vo, 400 pp., 
cloth, gilt, 2S. 6d. net 

Rust, Rev. Cyprian. Break of Day in the Eighteenth 
Century. A History of its First Book of English Sacred Song. 
Three Hundred Hymns of Dr Watts, selected and arrang^ 
in the order of the Christian Year, with a Sketch of their 
History. By Cyprian T. Rust, LL.B. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 
266 pp., IS. 6d. net. 

St Austin's Cliff. A Tale of Monastic Life ; and 
the Perils of Romanism. By Bbntham Sandwith. Qoth, 
IS. net 
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Sheldon. In His Steps: ''What would Jesus do?" 
Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, gd. net 

Tanner. Who will Win? A Story of Modern 
Ritualism of To-day. By the Rer. J. Gossbt Tannbb, M. A. 
8vo. Popokr Edition. Cloth* 2s. net 

E. A. W. (Mrs E. A. Walker). Old England : 

Sketches of English History. From B.C. 50 to the death of 
Queen Victoria. Crown 4to. Handsomely bound, and with 
numerous full-page and other Illustrations. Third and En- 
larged Edition. 2s. 6d. With bevelled boards and gilt edge^ 
3s. 6d. net 

Womanhood ; or, Thoughts for Young- 
Women. Second Edition. Limp cloth, 9d. net 

Memoir of William Fairlie Clarke, M.D., 

F.R.C.S. With Selections from his Correspondence, Hospital 
Sketches and Addresses. Third Edition. Cloth, gOt, 2s. 6d. 
net 

Was He a Hero ? or Roger Millbrook's Battle in 
Life. i8mo» cloth, 6d. net 

The 'Prentice Boys who Saved an Empire. A 

Story of the Siege of Londonderry. By Nathaniel 
WiSBBCAN, Author of *<Enghmd's Peril," *<The Messages of 
Christ," etc Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net 
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